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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE   STRANDS   DRAW   CLOSER. 

''  I  FEEL  it  my  duty  to  let  you  know,"  Sir 
Anthony  Wraxall  wrote  to  Hugh  a  day  or 
two  later — by  the  hand  of  his  amanuensis — 
"  that  Mrs.  Massinger's  lungs  are  far  more 
seriously  and  dangerously  affected  than  I 
deemed  it  at  all  prudent  to  inform  her  in 
person  last  week,  when  she  consulted  me  hei^ 
on  the  subject.  Gralloping  consumption,  I 
legret  to  say,  may  supervene  at  any  time. 
'J'he  phthisical  tendency  manifests  itself  in 
Mrs.  Massinger's  case  in  an  advanced  stage  ; 
and  general  tuberculosis  may  therefore  on  the 
shortest  notice  carry  her  off  with  startling 
rapidity.     I  would  advise  you,  under  these 
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])ainfiil  circumstances,  to  give  lier  tlie  benefit 
of  a  warmer  winter  climate  ;  if  not  Egypt  or 
Algeria,  then  at  least  Mentone,  Catania,  or 
Malaga.  She  should  not  on  any  account  risk 
seeing  another  English  Christmas.  If  she 
remains  in  Suffolk  during  the  colder  months 
of  the  present  year,  I  dare  not  personally 
answer  for  the  probable  consequences." 

Hugh  laid  down  the  letter  with  a  sigh  of 
despair.  It  was  the  last  straw,  and  it  broke 
ln*s  back  with  utter  despondency.  How  to 
finance  a  visit  to  the  south  he  knew  not. 
Talk  about  Algeria,  Catania,  Malaga!  he  had 
hard  enough  work  to  make  both  ends  meet 
anyhow  at  Whitestrand.  During  the  time 
that  had  elapsed  since  Hatherley's  visit,  his 
dreams  had  fled,  his  acres  had  melted,  and 
his  exchequer  had  emptied  itself  with  un- 
exampled rapidity.  The  Whitestrand  currency 
was  already  very  much  inflated  indeed  :  half 
of  it  consisted  frankly  of  unredeemed  mort- 
gage, and  the  other  half  of  unconsolidated 
floating  debt  to  the  butcher  and  baker.  He 
had  trusted  first  of  all  to  the  breakwater  to 
redeem  everything  :  but  the  breakwater,  that 
broken  reed,  had  only  pierced  the  hand  that 
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leaned  upon  it.  The  sea  shifted  and  tlie  sand 
drifted  worse  than  ever.  Then  he  liad  Iioped 
the  best  from  "A  Life's  Philosophy;"  bur. 
''  A  Life's  Philosophy,"  published  after  lon^i; 
and  fruitless  negotiations,  at  his  own  risk — 
for  no  firm  would  so  much  as  touch  it  as  a 
business  speculation — had  never  paid  the  long- 
printer's  bill,  let  alone  recouping  him  for  his 
lost  time  and  trouble.  Nobody  wanted  to 
read  about  his  life  or  his  philosophy.  No 
epic  p>oem  could  have  fallen  flatter.  It  went 
as  dead  as  a  blank-verse  tragedy,  waking 
lau2:hter  in  indolent  reviewers.  He  had  in 
his  desk  at  that  very  moment  the  first  state- 
ment of  accounts  for  the  futile  venture  ;  and 
it  showed  a  balance  on  the  debit  side  of  some 
£54  7^.  lie/.  There  was  a  fatal  precision 
that  was  simply  crushing  about  that  odd 
item  of  75.  \\d.  He  had  dreamed  of  thou- 
sands, and  he  had  this  to  pay  !  Foiled — and 
by  an  accountant !  the  melodramatist  within 
him  remarked  angrily.  Hugh  groaned  as  he 
thought  of  his  own  high  hopes,  and  their 
utter  frustration  by  a  numerical  deficit  of  so 
base  a  sum  as  £54  7^.  lid.  He  wculd  have 
endured  the  round  hundred  with  far  greater 
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complacency.  That  was  at  least  heroic.  But 
7.V.  Ihl.l  The  degradation  sank  deep  into 
his  poet's  heart.  To  be  balked  of  Parnassus 
bv  7.V.  \ld.\ 

Of  Winifred's  health,  Hugh  thought  far 
Iciss  than  of  the  financial  difficulty.  He  saw 
hlie  was  ill,  decidedly  ill,  but  not  so  ill  as 
t'verybody  else  who  saw  her  imagined. 
AVrapped  up  in  his  own  selfish  hopes  and 
fears,  never  really  fond  of  his  poor  small 
wife,  and  now  estranged  for  months  and 
months  by  her  untimely  discovery  of  Elsie's 
watch,  which  both  he  and  siie  had  entirely 
misinterpreted,  Hugh  Massinger  had  seen 
that  frail  young  creature  grow  thinner  and 
])aler  day  by  day  without  at  any  time  realiz- 
ing the  profundity  of  the  change  or  the 
actual  seriousness  of  her  failing  condition. 
]^ven  when  those  whom  we  devotedly  love 
grow  ill  by  degrees  before  our  very  eyes,  we 
are  apt  long  to  overlook  the  gradual  stages, 
if  we  see  them  constantly  from  day  to  day  ; 
our  standard  varies  too  slowly  for  comparison  : 
the  stranger  who  comes  at  long  intervals 
finds  himself  often  far  better  able  to  mark 
and  icport  upon  the  progress  of  disease  than 
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those  who  watch  and  observe  the  patient 
most  anxiously.  But  with  Hugh,  complete 
indifference  helped  also  to  mask  the  insidious 
effect  of  a  creeping  illness  ;  he  didn't  care 
enough  about  "Winifred's  health  to  notice 
whether  she  was  looking  really  feebler  or 
otherwise.  And  even  now,  when  Sir  Anthony 
Wraxall  wrote  in  such  plain  terms,  the  main 
thought  in  his  own  mind  was  merely  tha^ 
these  doctors  were  always  terrible  alarmists. 
He  would  take  Winifred  away  to  the  Soutli, 
of  course :  a  doctor's  orders  must  be  obeyed 
at  all  hazards.  So  much,  conventional 
morality  imposed  upon  him.  But  she  wasn't 
half  so  ill,  he  felt  certain,  as  Sir  Anthony 
thought  her.  Most  of  it  was  just  her  nasty 
hysterical  temperament.  A  winter  with  the 
swallows  would  soon  bring  her  round.  She'd 
be  all  right  again  with  a  short  course  of 
warmer  weather. 

He  went  out  into  the  drawing-room  to  join 
Winifred.  He  found  her  lying  lazily  on  the 
sofa,  pretending  to  read  the  first  volume  of 
Besant's  last  new  novel  from  Mudie's.  **  The 
wind's  shifted,"  he  began  uneasily.  "  We 
shall  get  it  warmer,  I  hope,  soon,  Winifred." 
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"  Yes,  the  wind's  shifted,"  "Winifred  an- 
swered gloomily,  looking  up  in  a  hopeless 
and  befogged  way  from  the  pages  of  her 
story.  "  It  blew  straight  across  from  Siberia 
yesterday ;  to-day  it  blows  straight  across 
from  Greenland.  That's  all  the  change  we 
ever  get,  it  seems  to  me,  in  the  weather  in 
iMigland.  One  day  the  wind's  easterly  and 
cold  ;  another  day  it's  westerly  and  damp. 
Bronchitis  on  one  side ;  rheumatism  on  the 
other.     There's  the  whole  difference." 

"  IIow  would  you  like  to  go  abroad  for  the 
winter,  I  wonder  ?  "  Hugh  asked  tentatively, 
with  some  faint  attempt  at  his  old  kindliness 
<  )f  tone  and  manner. 

His  wife  glanced  over  at  him  with  a  sudden 
and  strangely  suspicious  smile.  "To  San 
liemo,  I  suppose  ?  "  she  answered  bitterly. 

She  meant  the  name  to  speak  volumes  to 
Hugh's  conscience  ;  but  it  fell  upon  his  ears 
as  flat  and  unimpressive  as  any  other.  "  Not 
necessarily  to  San  Ilemo,"  he  replied,  all  un- 
conscious. "  To  Algeria,  if  you  like — or 
^lentone,  or  Bordighera." 

AVinifred  rose,  and  walked  without  one 
word  of  explanation,  but  with  a  resolute  air, 
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into  the  study,  next  door.  When  she  came 
out  again,  she  carried  in  her  two  arms  Keith 
Johnston's  big  Imperial  Atlas.  It  was  a 
heavier  book  than  she  could  easily  lift  in  her 
present  feeble  condition  of  body,  but  Hugh 
never  even  offered  to  help  her  to  carry  it. 
The  day  of  small  politenesses  and  courtesies 
was  long  gone  past.  He  only  looked  on  in 
mute  surprise,  anxious  to  know  whence  came 
this  sudden  new-born  interest  in  the  neglected 
study  of  European  geography. 

Winifred  laid  the  Atlas  down  with  a  flop 
on  the  five  o'clock  tea-table,  that  staggered 
with  its  weight,  and  turned  the  pages  with 
feverish  haste  till  she  came  to  the  map  of 
Northern  Italy.  **  I  thought  so,"  she  gasped 
out,  as  she  scanned  it  close,  a  lurid  red  spot 
burning  bright  in  her  cheek.  "  Men  tone  and 
Bordighera  are  both  of  them  almost  next 
door  to  San  Remo. — The  nearest  stations  on 
the  line  along  the  coast. — You  could  run  over 
there  often  by  rail  from  either  of  them." 

"Eun  over  —  often  —  by  rail  —  to  San 
Remo  ? "  Hugh  repeated  with  a  genuinely 
puzzled  expression  of  countenance. 

"  Oh,  you  act  admirably  !  "  Winifred  cried 
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with  a  sneer.  "  What  perfect  bewilderment ! 
What  childlike  innocence  !  I've  always  con- 
sidered you  an  Irving  wasted  upon  private 
life.  If  you'd  gone  upon  the  stage,  you'd 
have  made  your  fortune ;  which  you've 
scarcely  succeeded  in  doing,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, at  your  various  existing;  assorted 
professions." 

Hugh  stared  back  at  her  in  blank  amaze- 
ment. "  i  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  he 
answered  shortly. 

"  Capital !  capital !  "  Winifred  went  on  in 
her  bitter  mood,  endeavouring  to  assume  a 
playful  tone  of  unconcerned  irony.  "  I  never 
saw  you  act  better  in  all  my  life — not  even 
when  you  were  pretending  to  fall  in  love 
with  me.  It's  your  most  successful  part — 
the  injured  innocent :— much  better  than  the 
part  of  the  devoted  husband.  If  I  were  you, 
I  should  always  stick  to  it.  It  suits  your 
features. — Well,  well,  we  may  as  well  go  to 
San  Eemo  itself,  I  suppose,  as  anywhere  else 
in  the  immediate  neighbourhood.  I'd  rather 
be  on  the  spot  and  ^ee  the  whole  play  with 
my  own  eyes,  than  guess  at  it  blindly  from 
a  distance,  at  Mentone  or  Bordighera.     You 
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may  do  your  Romeo  before  an  admiring 
audience.  San  Ilemo  it  shall  be,  since  you've 
set  your  heart  upon  it. — But  it's  very  abrupt, 
this  sudden  conversion  of  yours  to  the  charms 
of  the  Riviera." 

*'  Winifred,"  Hugh  cried,  with  transparent 
conviction  in  every  note  of  his  voice,  "  I  see 
you're  labouring  under  some  distressing  mis- 
apprehension ;  but  I  give  you  my  solemn 
word  of  honour  I  don't  in  the  least  know 
what  it  is  you're  driving  at.  You're  talking 
about  somebody  or  something  unknown  that 
I  don't  understand.  I  wish  you'd  explain. 
I  can't  follow  you." 

But  he  had  acted  too  often  and  too  success- 
fully to  be  believed  now  for  all  his  earnest- 
ness. "  Your  solemn  word  of  honour !  " 
Winifred  burst  out  angrily,  with  intense 
contempt.  '*  Your  solemn  word  of  honour, 
indeed !  And  pray,  who  do  you  think 
believes  now  in  your  precious  word  or  your 
honour  either? — You  can't  deceive  me  any 
longer,  thank  goodness,  Hugh.  I  know  you 
want  to  go  to  San  Remo ;  and  I  know  for 
whose  sake  you  want  to  go  there.  This 
solicitude  for  my  health's  all  a  pure  fiction. 
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Little  you  cared  for  my  health  a  month  ago ! 

0  no,  I  sec  through  it  all  distinctly.  You've 
ibund  out  there's  a  reason  for  going  to  San 
J^emo,  and  you  want  to  go  for  your  own 
l)leasure  accordingly." 

*'  I  don't  want  -.o  go  to  San  Remo  at  all," 
Hugh  cried,  getting  angry.  "  I  never  said  a 
word  myself  about  San  Remo ;  I  never  pro- 
])osed  or  thought  ot  San  Remo.  It  was  you 
yourself  who  first  suggested  the  very  name. 
I've  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  and  what's  more, 

1  won't  go  there." 

''  0  yes,  I  know,"  "Winifred  answered  pro- 
vokingly,  with  another  of  her  frequent  sharp 
fits  of  coughing.  "  You  didn't  mention  it. 
Of  course  I  noticed  that.  You're  a  great 
deal  too  sharp  to  commit  yourself  so.  You 
carefully  avoided  naming  San  Remo,  for  fear 
you  should  happen  to  rouse  my  intuitive 
suspicions.  You  proposed  we  should  go  to 
Mentone  or  Bordighera  instead,  where  you 
could  easily  run  across  whenever  you  liked 
to  your  dear  San  Remo,  and  where  I  should 
be  perhaps  a  little  less  likely  to  find  out  the 
reason  you  wanted  to  go  there  for. — But  I 
see  through  your  plans.     I  checkmate  your 
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designs.  I  won't  give  in  to  them.  What- 
ever conies,  you  may  count  at  least  upon 
finding  me  always  ready  to  thwart  you.  I 
shall  go  to  San  Remo,  if  I  go  away  at  all, 
and  to  nowhere  else  on  the  whole  Riviera. 
I  prefer  to  face  the  worst  at  once,  thank  you. 
I  shall  know  everything,  if  there's  anything 
to  know.  And  I  won't  be  shuffled  off  upon 
your  Mentone  or  your  Bordighera,  while 
you're  rehearsing  your  balcony  scenes  at  San 
Remo  alone ;  so  that's  flat  for  you." 

An  idea  flashed  sudden  across  Hugh's 
mind.  "  I  think,  Winifred,"  he  said  calmly, 
''  you're  labouring  under  a  mistake  about  the 
place  you're  speaking  of.  The  gaming  tables 
are  not  at  San  Remo,  as  you  suppose,  but  at 
Monte  Carlo,  just  beyond  Mentone.  And  if 
you  thought  I  wanted  to  go  to  the  Riviera 
for  the  sake  of  repairing  our  ruined  estate  at 
Monte  Carlo,  you're  very  much  mistaken.  I 
wanted  to  go,  I  solemnly  declare,  for  your 
health  only." 

Winifred  rose,  and  faced  him  now  like  an 
angry  tigress.  Her  sunken  white  cheeks 
were  flushed  and  fiery  indeed  with  suppressed 
wrath,   and   a    bright    light    blazed    in    her 
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dilated  pupils.  The  full  force  of  a  biirnin<j^ 
indignation  possessed  her  soul.  "  ITuc^h 
Massinger,"  she  said,  repelling  him  haughtily 
with  her  thin  left  hand,  "  you've  lied  to  me 
for  years,  and  you're  lying  to  me  now  as 
you've  always  lied  to  me.  You  know  you've 
lied  to  me,  and  you  know  you're  lying  to  me. 
This  pretence  about  my  health's  a  transparent 
falsehood.  These  prevarications  about  the 
gambling  tables  are  a  tissue  of  fictions.  You 
can't  deceive  me.  I  know  why  you  want  to 
go  to  San  Rerao !  "  And  she  pushed  him 
away  in  disgust  with  her  angry  fingers. 

The  action  and  the  insult  were  too  much 
for  Hugh.  He  could  no  longer  restrain  him- 
self. Sir  Anthony's  letter  trembled  in  his 
hands ;  he  was  clutching  it  tight  in  his 
waistcoat  pocket.  To  show  it  to  Winifred 
would  have  been  cruel,  perhaps,  under  any 
other  circumstances  ;  but  in  face  of  such  an 
accusation  as  that,  yet  wholly  misunderstood, 
flesh  and  blood — at  least  Huo^h  Massin2:er's — 
could  not  further  resist  the  temptation  of 
producing  it.  "  Read  that,"  he  cried,  handing 
her  over  the  letter  coldly ;  "  you'll  see  from 
it  why  it  is  I  want  to  go ;  why,  in  spite  of 
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all  we've  lost  and  are  losing,  I'm  still  prepared 
to  submit  to  this  extra  expenditure." 

''Out  of  my  money,"  Winifred  answered 
scornfully,  as  she  took  the  paper  with  an  in- 
clination of  mock-courtesy  from  his  tremulous 
hands.  "  How  very  generous !  And  how 
very  kind  of  you  !  " 

She  read  the  letter  through  without  a 
single  word ;  then  she  yielded  at  last,  in 
spite  of  herself,  to  her  womanly  tears.  "  I 
see  it  all,  Hugh,"  she  cried,  flinging  herself 
down  once  more  in  despair  upon  the  sofa. 
"  You  fancy  I'm  going  to  die  now  ;  and  it 
will  be  so  convenient,  so  very  convenient  for 
you,  to  be  near  her  there  next  door  at  San 
Remo  !  " 

Hugh  gazed  at  her  again  in  mute  surprise. 
At  last  he  saw  it — he  saw  it  in  all  its  naked 
hideousness.  A  hght  began  gradually  to 
dawn  upon  his  mind.  It  was  awful — it  was 
horrible  in  its  cruel  Nemesis  upon  his  un- 
spoken crime.  To  think  she  should  be  jealous 
— of  his  murdered  Elsie !  He  could  hardly 
speak  of  it  ;  but  he  must,  he  must. 
''  Winnie,"  he  cried,  almost  softened  by  his 
pity  for  what  he  took  to  be  her  deadly  and 
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terrible  mistake,  "  I  understand  you,  I  think, 
after  all.  I  know  what  you  mean. — You 
believe— that  Elsie — is  at  San  Eemo." 

AViiiifred  looked  up  at  him  through  hei' 
tears  with  a  withering  glance.  "  You  have 
said  it ! "  she  cried  in  a  haughty  voice,  and 
relapsed  into  a  silent  fit  of  sobbing  and 
suppressed  cough,  with  her  poor  wan  face 
buried  deep  once  more  like  a  wounded  child's 
in  the  cushions  of  the  sofa. 

What  would  not  Hugh  have  given  if  only 
he  could  have  explained  to  her  there  that 
moment  that  Elsie  was  lying  dead,  for  three 
years  past  and  more,  in  her  nameless  grave 
at  Orfordness !  But  he  could  not.  He  dared 
not.  His  own  past  lies  rose  up  in  judgment 
at  last  against  him.  He  bowed  his  head, 
unable  even  to  weep.  Jealous  of  Elsie !  of 
poor  dead  Elsie  !  That  was  what  she  meant, 
then,  by  the  talk  about  his  balcony  scene ! 
But  Elsie  would  never  play  Juliet  to  his 
Romeo  again.  Elsie  was  dead,  and  Winifred, 
alas,  would  never  now  believe  it.  Truly,  his 
punishment  was  greater  than  he  could  bear. 
He  bowed  his  head  in  silent  shame.  The 
penalty  of  his  sin  was  bitter  upon  him. 
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One  only  way  now  lay  open  before  liini. 
He  would  take  her  to  Sau  Ileino,  and  let  lier 
see  for  herself  how  utterly  groundless,  and 
futile,  and  unjust  were  her  base  suspicions. 
He  would  show  her  that  Elsie  was  not  at 
San  Renio. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

RETRIBUTION. 

Oh,  the  horror  and  drudgery  of  those  next 
few  weeks,  while  Hugh,  in  a  fever  of  shame 
and  disgust,  was  anxiously  and  wearily 
making  difficult  arrangements,  financial  or 
otherwise,  for  that  hopeless  flitting  to  the 
sunny  South,  that  loomed  ahead  so  full  of 
irloom  and  wretchedness  for  himself  and 
Winifred  !  The  speechless  agony  of  running 
about,  with  a  smile  on  his  lips  and  that 
nameless  weight  on  his  crushed  heart,  driving- 
horrid,  sordid,  cheese-paring  bargains  with 
the  family  attorney  and  the  London  money- 
lenders for  still  further  advances  on  those 
squalid  worthless  pieces  of  stamped  paper ! 
The  ignominious  discussions  of  percentage 
and  discount,  the  undignified  surrender  of 
documents    and    title-deeds,   the    disgusting 
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counter-checks   and   collateral  securities,  the 
insulting  whispers  of  doubt  and  uncertainty 
as  to  his  own  final  financial  solvency!     All 
these  indignities   would  in  theiniselves  have 
been  quite  excruciating  enough  to  torture  a 
proud   man   of  Hugh   Massinger's    haughty 
and  sensitive  temperament.     But  to  suffer  all 
these,  with  the  superadded  wretcliedness   of 
Winified's   growing   illness    and   Winifred's 
gathering  cloud  of  suspicion  about  his  own 
conduct,   w^as   simply   unendurable.      Above 
all,  to  know  in  his  own  soul  that  Winifred 
was  jealous  of  poor  dead  Elsie  !     If  only  he 
could  have  made  a  clean  breast  of  it  all !     If 
only  he  could  have  said  to  her  in  one  single 
outburst,  "  Elsie  is  dead  !  "  it  might  perhaps 
have  been  easier.     But  after  all  his  own  clever 
machinations   and    deceptions,   after   all   his 
long   course   of   confirmatory   circumstantial 
evidence — the  letters,  the  ring,  the  messages, 
the   details — how   on  earth   could  Winifred 
ever    believe   him  ?      His    cunning   recoiled 
with  fatal  precision  upon  his  own  head.     The 
bolt  he  had  shot  turned  back  upon  his  breast. 
The  pit  that  he  digged  he  himself  had  fallen 
therein."      /,  \        ^.    .       :       '  .  .:  :  :: 
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So  there  was  nothino;  for  it  left  now  but 
to  face  the  unspeakable,  to  endure  the  un- 
endurable. He  must  go  through  with  it  all, 
let  it  cost  what  it  might.  For  at  least  in  the 
end  he  had  one  comfort.  At  San  Re  mo, 
Winifred  would  find  out  she  was  mistaken  ; 
there  was  no  Elsie  at  all,  there  or  elsewhere. 

What  had  led  her  astray  into  this  serious 
and  singular  error,  he  wondered.  That 
problem  exercised  his  weary  mind  not  a 
little  in  the  night-watches.  Morning  after 
morning,  as  the  small  hours  clanged  solemnly 
from  the  Whitestrand  church  tower,  Hugh 
lay  awake  and  turned  it  over  in  anxious 
debate  with  his  own  wild  thoughts.  Could 
somebody  have  told  her  they  had  met  some 
Miss  Challoner  or  other  accidentally  at  San 
Remo  ?  Could  Warren  Relf,  vile  wretch 
that  he  was,  industriously  have  circulated 
some  baseless  rumour  as  to  Elsie's  where- 
abouts on  purpose  to  entrap  him  ?  Or  could 
Winifred  herself  intuitively  have  arrived  at 
her  own  idea,  woman-like,  by  some  false 
inference — some  stupid  mistake  as  to  post- 
mark or  envelope  or  name  or  handwriting  ? 
It  was  all  an  insoluble  mystery  to  him  ;  and 
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Winifred  would  do  nothing  towards  clearing 
it  up.  Whenever  he  tried  by  devious  routes 
to  approach  the  subject  from  a  fresh  side, 
Winifred  turned  round  upon  him  at  once 
with  fierce  indignation  in  her  pale  blue  eyes 
and  answered  always :  "  You  know  it  all. 
Don't  try  to  deceive  me.  It's  no  good  any 
longer.  I  see  through  you  at  last.  Why  go 
on  lying  to  me  ?  " 

The  more  he  protested,  the  more  scornful 
and  caustic  Winifred  grew.  The  more 
genuinely  and  sincerely  he  declared  his 
bewilderment,  the  more  convinced  she  felt 
in  her  own  mind  that  he  acted  a  part  with 
marvellous  skill  and  with  consummate  heart- 
lessness. 

It  was  terrible  not  to  be  trusted  when  he 
told  the  plain  truth ;  but  it  was  his  own 
fault.  He  could  not  deny  it.  And  that  it 
was  his  own  fault  made  it  all  the  bitterer 
for  him.  He  hadn't  even  the  solace  of  a 
righteous  indignation  to  comfort  his  soul  in 
this  last  depth  of  contumely. 

When  you  know  that  troubles  come  un- 
deserved, you  have  the  easy  resource  of 
conscious  rectitude  at   any  rate  to   support 
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you.  The  just  man  in  adversity  is  least  to 
be  pitied.  It  is  the  sinner  who  feels  the 
whip  smart.  Hugh  had  to  swallow  it  all 
manfully,  and  to  eat  humble-pie  at  his  private 
taL)le  into  the  bargain.  It  was  his  own  fault ; 
he  had  unhappily  no  one  but  himself  to  blame 
for  it. 

Meanwhile,  "Winifred  grew  rapidly  worse, 
so  ill,  that  even  Hugh  began  to  perceive  it, 
and  despaired  of  being  able  to  carry  her  in 
safety  to  San  Remo.  The  shock  at  the 
Eelfs'  had  told  seriously  upon  her  weak  and 
shattered  constitution ;  the  constant  friction 
of  her  relations  with  Hugh  continued  to  tell 
upon  it  every  day  that  passed  over  her. 
The  motherless  girl  and  childless  mother 
brooded  in  secret  over  hor  great  grief;  she 
had  no  one,  absolutely  no  one  on  earth  who 
could  sympathize  with  her  in  her  terrible 
trouble.  She  longed  to  fling  herself  upon 
Elsie's  bosom — the  dear  old  Elsie  that  had 
once  been,  the  Elsie  that  perhaps  could  still 
understand  her— and  to  cry  aloud  to  her  for 
j^ity,  for  sympathy.  When  she  got  to  San 
Remo,  she  sometimes  thought,  she  would  tell 
all — every  word — to  Elsie  ;  and  Elsie  at  least 
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must  be  very  mucli  clianged  if  in  spite  of  all 
she  could  not  feel  for  her. 

Proud  as  she  was,  she  would  throw  herself 
on  Elsie's  mercy.  Elsie  had  wronged  her, 
and  slie  would  tell  all  to  Elsie.  But  not  to 
Hugh.  Hugh  was  hard  and  cold  and  un- 
yielding as  steel.  It  would  not  be  for  long. 
She  would  soon  be  released.  And  then 
Hugh She  shrank  from  thinking  it. 

Money  was  cheap,  the  lawyers  said ;  but 
Hugh  found  he  had  to  pay  dear  for  it. 
Money  was  plentiful,  the  newspapers  reported  ; 
but  Hugh  found  it  as  scarce  as  charity.  He 
took  a  long  time  to  conclude  his  arrange- 
ments ;  and  when  he  concluded  them,  the 
terms  were  ruinous.  Never  mind  ;  Winifred 
wouldn't  last  long ;  he  had  only  himself  to 
think  about  in  future. 

At  last  the  day  came  for  their  journey 
South.  They  were  going  alone,  without 
even  a  maid ;  glad  to  have  paid  the  servants 
their  arrears  and  escape  alive  from  the 
clutches  of  the  butchers  and  bakers.  Novem- 
ber fogs  shrouded  the  world.  Hugh  had 
completed  those  vile  transactions  of  his  with 
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the  attorneys  and  the  money-lenders,  and 
felt  faintly  cheered  by  the  actual  metallic 
chink  of  gold  for  the  journey  rattling  and 
jingling  in  his  trousers'  pocket.  But  Wini- 
fred sat  very  weak  and  ill  in  the  far  corner 
of  the  first-class  carriage  that  bore  them 
away  from  Charing  Cross  Station.  They  had 
come  up  the  day  before  from  Almundham  to 
town,  and  spent  the  night  luxuriously  in  the 
rooms  of  the  Metroj)ole,  You  must  make  a 
dying  woman  comfortable.  And  Hugh  had 
dropped  round  with  defiant  pride  into  the 
Cheyne  Row  Club,  assuming  in  vain  the  old 
jaunty  languid  poetical  air — "  of  the  days 
before  he  had  degenerated  into  land-owning/' 
Hatherley  said  afterwards — ^just  to  let  re- 
calcitrant Bohemia  see  for  itself  it  hadn't 
entirely  crushed  him  by  its  jingling  jibes  and 
its  scathing  critiques  of  "  A  Life's  Philo- 
sophy." But  the  protest  fell  flat ;  it  was 
indeed  a  feeble  one  :  heedless  Bohemia,  en- 
grossed after  its  wont  with  its  last  new 
favourite,  the  rising  author  of  "  Lays  of  the 
African  Lakeland,"  held  out  to  Hugh  Mas- 
singer  of  Whitestrand  Hall  its  flabbiest  right 
hand  of  lukewarm  welcome.     And  this  was 
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the  Bohemia  that  once  had  grasped  his  land- 
less fingers  with  fraternal  fervour  of  sym- 
pathetic devotion !  The  chilliness  of  his 
reception  in  the  scene  of  his  ancient  popularity 
stnng  the  Bard  to  the  quick.  No  more  for 
him  the  tabour,  the  cvmbals,  and  the  oaten 
pipe ;  no  more  the  blusliful  Cheyne  Row 
Hippocrene.  He  felt  himself  demode.  The 
rapid  stream  of  London  society  and  London 
thought  had  swept  eddying  past  and  left  him 
stranded.  As  the  train  rolled  on  upon  its 
way  to  Dover,  Hugh  Massinger  of  White- 
strand  Hall — and  its  adjacent  sandhills — 
leaned  back  disconsolate  upon  the  padded 
cushions  of  his  leather-lined  carriage  and 
thought  with  a  sigh  to  himself  of  the  days 
without  name,  without  number,  when,  proud 
as  a  lord,  he  had  travelled  third  in  a  bare 
pen  on  the  honest  earnings  of  his  own  right 
hand,  and  had  heard  of  mortgages,  in  some 
dim  remote  impersonal  way,  only  as  a  foolish 
and  expensive  aristocratic  indulgence.  A 
mortgage  was  nowadays  a  too  palpable 
reality,  with  the  glamour  of  romance  well 
worn  off  it.  He  wished  its  too,  too  solid 
sheepskin  would  melt,  and  reduce  him  once 
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more  to  wooden  seats  and  happiness.  Oh, 
for  some  enchanted  carpet  of  the  Arabian 
Nights,  to  transport  him  back  with  a  bound 
from  his  present  self  to  those  good  old  days 
of  Thirds  and  Elsie  ! 

But  enchanted  carpets  are  now  imhappily 
out  of  date,  and  Channel  steamers  have  quite 
.superseded  the  magical  shallops  of  good 
Haroun-al-Raschid.  In  plain  prose,  the 
Straits  were  rough,  and  Winifred  suffered 
severely  from  the  tossing.  At  Calais,  they 
took  the  through  train  for  Marseilles,  having 
secured  a  coupe-lit  at  Charing  Cross  before- 
hand. 

That  was  a  terrible  night,  that  night  spent 
in  the  coupe-lit  with  Winifred :  the  most 
terrible  Hugh  had  ever  endured  since  the 
memorable  evening  when  Elsie  drowned 
herself. 

They  had  passed  round  Paris  at  gray  dusk, 
in  their  comfortable  through-carriage,  by  the 
Chemin  de  Fer  de  Ceinture  to  the  Gare  de 
Lyon,  and  were  whirling  along  on  their  way 
to  Fontainebleau  through  the  shades  of 
evening,  when  Winifred  first  broke  the 
ominous  silence  she  had  preserved  ever  since 
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tliey  stopped  at  St.  Denis.  ''  It  won't  be  for 
long  now,"  she  said  dryly,  "  and  it  will  be  so 
convenient  for  you  to  be  at  San  Remo." 

Hugh's  heart  sank  once  more  within  him. 

It   was   quite   clear   that   Winifred   thought 

Elsie  was  there.     He  wished  to  heaven  she 

was,  and  that  he  was  no  murderer.     Oh,  the 

w^eight  that  would  have  been   lifted  off  his 

weary  soul   if  only  he   could   think   it   so ! 

The  three  years'  misery  that  would  rise  like 

a  mist  from  his  uncertain  path,  if  only  he  did 

not  know  to  a  certainty  that  Elsie  lay  buried 

at    Orfordness    in    the    shipwrecked    sailors' 

graveyard    by    the    Low    Lighthouse.      He 

looked  across  at  Winifred  as  she  sat  in  her 

place.     She  was  pale  and  frail ;  her  wasted 

cheeks  showed  white   and   hollow.     As  she 

leaned  back  there,  with  a  cold  light  gleaming 

hard  and  chilly  from  her  sunken  blue  eyes — 

those  light  blue  eyes  that  he  had  never  loved 

— those  cruel  blue  eyes  that  he  had  learned 

at  last  to  avoid  with  an  instinctive  shrinking, 

as  they  gazed  through  and  through  him  with 

their  flabby  persistence— he  said  to  himself 

with  a  sigh  of  relief :  "  She  can't  last  long. 

Better   tell   her   all,  and   let   her   know  the 
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truth.  It  could  do  no  harm.  She  might  die 
the  happier.  Dare  I  risk  it,  I  wonder  ?  Or 
is  it  too  dangerous  ?  " 

"  Well  ? "  Winifred  asked  in  an  icy  tone, 
interpreting  aright  the  little  click  in  his 
throat  and  the  doubtful  gleam  in  his  shifty 
eyes  as  implying  some  hesitating  desire  to 
speak  to  her.  "  What  lie  are  you  going  to 
tell  me  next  ?  Speak  it  out  boldly  ;  don't  be 
afraid.  It's  no  novelty.  You  know  I'm  not 
easily  disconcerted." 

He  looked  back  at  her  nervously  with  bent 
brows.  That  fragile,  small  creature !  He 
positively  feared  her.  Dare  he  tell  her  tlie 
truth  ?  And  would  she  believe  it  ?  Those 
blue  eyes  were  so  coldly  glassy.  Yet,  with 
a  sudden  impulse,  he  resolved  to  be  frank  ; 
he  resolved  to  unburden  his  guilty  soul  of  all 
its  weight  of  care  to  Winifred. 

"  No  lie,  Winifred,  but  the  solemn  truth," 
he  blurted  out  slowly,  in  a  voice  that  of 
itself  might  have  well  produced  complete 
conviction — on  any  one  less  incredulous  than 
the  wife  he  had  cajoled  and  deceived  so  often. 
"  You  think  Elsie's  at  San  Eemo,  I  know. — 
Y^'ou're  wrong  there ;  you're  quite  mistaken. 
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She's  not  in  San  Remo,  nor  in  Australia 
either.  That  was  a  lie. — Elsie's  dead- — dead 
three  years  ago — before  we  w^ere  married. — 
Dead  and  buried  at  Orfordness.  And  I've 
seen  her  grave,  and  cried  over  it  like  a  child, 
too." 

He  spoke  with  solemn  intensity  of  earnest- 
ness ;     but    he    spoke    in    vain.      Winifred 
thought,  herself,  till  that  very  moment,  she 
had   long  since  reached  the  lowest  possiblt 
depth  of  contempt  and  scorn  for  the  husband 
on  whom  she  had  thrown  herself  away ;  hv  j 
as   he   met   her    then   with    that    incredible 
fiilsehood — as   she    must   needs  think  it — on 
his  lying  lips,  with  so  grave  a  face  and  so 
profound  an  air  of  frank  confession,  her  lofty 
disdain  rose  at  once  to  a  yet  sublimer  height 
of  disgust  and  loathing  of  which    till   that 
night  she  could  never  even  have  conceived 
herself  capable.     "  You  hateful  Thing  !  "  she 
cried,  rising  from  her  seat  to  the  centre  of 
the   carriage,  and   looking  down  upon  him 
physically  from  her  point  of  vantage  as  he 
cowered  and  slank  like  a  cur  in  his  corner. 
"  Don't  dare  to  address  me  again,  I  say,  with 
lies  like  that.     If  you  can't  find  one  word  of 
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truth  to  tell  me,  have  the  goodness  at  least, 
since  I  don't  desire  your  further  conversation, 
to  leave  me  the  repose  of  your  polite  silence." 

"  But,  Winifred,"  Hugh  cried,  clasping  his 
hands  together  in  impotent  despair,  "  this  is 
the  truth,  the  very,  very  truth,  the  whole 
truth,  that  I'm  now  telling  you.  I've  hidden 
it  from  you  so  long  by  deceit  and  treachery. 
I  acknowledge  all  that :  I  admit  I  deceived 
you.  But  I  want  to  tell  you  the  whole 
truth  now ;  and  you  won't  listen  to  me !  0 
heaven,  Winifred,  you  won't  listen  to  me !  " 

On  any  one  else,  his  agonized  voice  and 
pleading  face  would  have  produced  their  just 
and  due  effect ;  but  on  Winifred — impossible. 
She  knew  he  was  lying  to  her  even  when  he 
spoke  the  truth ;  and  the  very  intensity  and 
fervour  of  his  horror  only  added  to  her  sense 
of  utter  repulsion  from  his  ingrained  falseness 
and  his  native  duplicity.  To  pretend  to  her 
face,  with  agonies  of  mock  remorse,  that  Elsie 
was  dead,  when  she  knew  he  was  going  to 
San  Eemo  to  see  her  !  And  taking  his  own 
wedded  wife  to  die  there !  The  man  who 
could  act  so  realistically  as  that,  and  tell  lies 
so  glibly  at  snch  a  moment,  must  be  falser  to 
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tlie  core  than  her  heart  had  ever  dreamed  or 
conceived  of. 

"  Go  on,"  she  murmured,  relapsing  into  her 
corner.  "  Continue  your  monologue.  It's 
supreme  in  its  v^ay — no  actor  could  heat  it. 
But  he  so  good  as  to  consider  my  part  in  the 
piece  left  out  altogether.  I  shall  answer  you 
no  more.  I  should  be  sorry  to  interrupt  so 
finished  an  artist !  " 

Her  scathing  contempt  wrought  up  in 
Hugh  a  perfect  fury  of  helpless  indignation. 
That  he  should  wish  to  confess,  to  humble 
himself  before  her,  to  make  reparation !  and 
that  Winifred  should  spurn  his  best  attempt, 
should  refuse  so  much  as  to  listen  to  his 
avowal !  It  was  too  ignominious.  *'  For 
heaven's  sake,"  he  cried,  with  his  hands 
clasped  hard,  "  at  least  let  me  speak.  Let  me 
have  my  say  out.  You're  all  wrong.  You're 
wronging  me  utterly.  I've  behaved  most 
wickedly,  most  cruelly,  I  know  :  I  confess  it 
all.  I  abase  myself  at  your  feet.  If  you 
want  me  to  be  abject,  I'll  grovel  before  you ! 
I  admit  my  crime,  my  sin,  my  transgression. 
*—!  won't  pretend  to  justify  myself  at  all. — 
I've  lied  to  you,  forged-  to  you,  deceived  ygu, 


?>0  THIS  MORTAL    COIL. 

misled  you  !  "  (At  each  clause  and  phrase  of 
passionate  self-condemnation,  Winifred  nodded 
a  separate  sardonic  acquiescence.)  "  But 
you're  wrong  about  this.  You  mistake  me 
wliolly. — I  swear  to  you,  my  child,  Elsie's 
not  alive.  You're  jealous  of  a  woman  who's 
been  dead  for  years.  For  my  sin  and  shame 
I  say  it,  she's  dead  long  ago  ! " 

He  might  as  well  have  tried  to  convince 
the  door-handle.  Winifred's  loathing  found 
no  overt  vent  in  angry  words  ;  she  repressed 
her  speech,  her  very  breath  almost,  with  a 
spasmodic  effort.  But  she  stretched  out  both 
her  hands,  the  palms  turned  outward,  with  a 
gesture  of  horror,  contempt,  and  repulsion ; 
and  she  averted  her  face  with  a  little  cry  of 
supreme  disgust,  checked  deep  down  in  her 
rising  throat,  as  one  averts  one's  face  in- 
stinctively from  a  loathsome  sore  or  a 
venomous  reptile.  Such  hideous  duplicity  to 
a  dying  woman  was  more  than  she  could 
brook  without  some  outer  expression  of  her 
outraged  sense  of  social  decency. 

But  Hugh  could  no  longer  restrain  himself 
now ;  he  had  begun  his  tale,  and  he  must  run 
right  through  with  it.     The  fever  of  the  con- 
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fosslonal  liaJ  seized  upon  his  soul ;  remorsio 
and  despair  were  goading  him  on.  He  must 
have  relief  for  his  pent-up  feelings.  Three 
years  of  silence  were  more  than  enough. 
Winifred's  very  incredulity  compelled  hiin.to 
continue.  He  must  tell  her  all — all,  all, 
utterly.  He  must  make  her  understand  to 
the  uttermost  jot,  willy,  nilly,  that  he  was 
not  deceiving  her ! 

He  opened  the  floodgates  of  his  speech  at 
once,  and  flowed  on  in  a  headlong  torrent  of 
confession.  Winifred  sat  there,  cowering 
and  crouching  as  far  from  him  as  possible  in 
the  opposite  corner,  drinking  in  his  strange 
tale  with  an  evident  interest  and  a  horrible 
placidity.  Not  that  she  ever  moved  or  stirred 
a  muscle  ;  she  heard  it  all  out  with  a  cold  set 
smile  playing  around  the  corners  of  her 
wasted  mouth,  that  was  more  exasperating 
by  far  to  behold  than  any  amount  of  contra- 
diction would  have  been  to  listen  to.  It 
goaded  Hugh  into  a  perfect  delirium  of 
feverish  self-revelation.  He  would  not  submit 
to  be  thus  openly  defied ;  he  must  tell  her  all 
* — all — all,  till  she  believed  him. 

With  eager  lips,  he  began  his  story  from 
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the  very  beginning,  recapitulating  point  by 
point  his  interview  with   Elsie  in  the  Hall 
grounds,  her  rushing  away  from  him  to  the 
roots  of  the  poplar,  her  mad  leap  into  the 
swirling  black  water,  his  attempt  to  rescue 
her,  his  unconsciousness,  and  his  failure.     He 
told  it  all  with  dramatic  completeness.     Wini- 
fred saw  and  heard  every  scene  and  tone  and 
emotion  as  he  reproduced  it.     Then  he  went 
on  to  tell  her  how  he  came  to  himself  again 
on  the  bank  of  the  dike,  and  how  in  cold  and 
darkness    he   formed    his    Plan,    that    fatal, 
horrible,  successful  Plan,  which  he  had  ever 
since  been  engaged  in  carrying  out  and  in 
detesting.     He  described  how  he  returned  to 
the  inn,  unobserved  and  untracked ;  how  he 
forged   the    first    compromising   letter    from 
Elsie ;  and   how,  once   embarked  upon  that 
career  of  deceit,  there  was  no  drawing  back 
for  him  in  crime  after  crime  till  the  present 
moment.     He   despised   himself  for   it ;    but 
still  he  told  it.     Next  came   the   episode  of 
Elsie's  bedroom  :  the  theft  of  the  ring  and  the 
other  belongings ;   the  hasty  flight,  the  fall 
from  the  creeper  ;  and  his  subsequent  horroi* 
of  the  .physical  surroundings  connected  with 
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that  hateful  night  adventure.  In  his  agony 
of  self-accusation  he  spared  her  no  circuQi- 
stance,  no  petty  detail :  bit  by  bit  he  retold 
the  whole  story  in  all  its  hideous  inhuman 
ghasthness — the  walk  to  Orfordness,  the 
finding  of  the  watch,  the  furtive  visit  to 
Elsie's  grave,  his  horror  of  Winifred's  pro- 
posed picnic  to  that  very  spot  a  year  later. 
He  ran,  unabashed,  in  an  ecstasy  of  humilia- 
tion, through  the  entire  tale  of  his  forgeries 
and  his  deceptions  :  the  sending  of  the  ring  ; 
the  audacious  fiction  of  Elsie's  departure  to  a 
new  home  in  Australia ;  the  long  sequence  of 
occasional  letters  ;  the  living  lie  he  had  daily 
and  hourly  acted  before  her.  And  all  the 
while,  as  he  truly  said,  with  slow  tears  rolling- 
one  by  one  down  his  dark  cheeks,  he  knew 
himself  a  murderer :  he  felt  himself  a  mur- 
derer; and  all  the  while,  poor  Elsie  was  lying, 
dishonoured  and  unknown,  a  nameless  corpse, 
in  her  pauper  grave  upon  that  stormy  sand- 
spit. 

Oh,  the  joy  and  relief  of  that  tardy  confes- 
sion !  the  gush  and  flow  of  those  pent-up 
feelings  !  For  three  long  years  and  more,  he 
had  locked  it  all  up  in  his  inmost  soul,  chafing 
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and  seething  with  the  awfal  secret ;  and  now 
at  last  he  had  let  it  all  out,  in  one  burst  of 
confidence,  to  the  uttermost  item. 

As  for  "Winifred,  she  heard  him  out  in 
solemn  silence  to  the  bitter  end;,  with  ever 
growing  contempt  and  shame  and  hatred. 
She  could  not  lift  her  eyes  to  his  face,  so 
much  his  very  earnestness  horrified  and 
appalled  her.  The  man's  aptitude  for  lying 
struck  her  positively  dumb.  The  hideous 
ingenuity  with  which  he  accounted  for  every- 
thing— the  diabolically  clever  way  in  which 
he  had  woven  in,  one  after  the  other,  the  ring, 
the  watch,  the  letters,  the  picnic,  the  lonely 
tramp  to  Orfordness — smote  her  to  the  heart 
with  a  horrible  loathing  for  the  vile  wretch 
she  had  consented  to  marry.  That  she  had 
endured  so  long  such  a  miserable  creature's 
bought  caresses  filled  her  inmost  soul  with  a 
sickening  sense  of  disgust  and  horror.  She 
cowered  and  crouched  close  and  closer  in  her 
remote  corner  :  she  felt  that  his  presence  there 
actually  polluted  the  carriage  she  occupied ; 
she  longed  for  Marseilles,  for  San  Remo,  for 
release,  that  she  might  get  at  least  farther  and 
farther  away   from   him.     She  could  almost 
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have  opened  the  door  in  her  access  of  horror 
Mnd  jumped  from  the  train  while  still  in 
motion,  so  intense  was  her  burning  and 
goading  desire  to  escape  for  ever  from  his 
poisonous  neighbourhood. 

At  last,  as  Hugh  with  flushed  face  and  eager 
eyes  calmed  down  a  little  from  his  paroxysm 
of  self-abasement  and  self-revelation,  Winifred 
raised  her  eyes  once  more  from  the  ground 
and  met  her  husband's — ah,  heaven! — that 
she  should  have  to  call  that  thing  her  husband  ! 
His  acting  chilled  her ;  his  pretended  tears 
turned  her  cold  with  scorn.  "  Is  that  all  ?  " 
she  asked  in  an  icy  voice.  "  Is  your  romance 
finished  ?  " 

**  That's  all !  "  Hugh  cried,  burying  his  face 
in  his  hands  and  bending  down  his  body  to 
the  level  of  his  knees  in  utter  and  abject  self- 
humiliation.  "  Winifred  !  Winifred  !  it's  no 
romance.  Won't  you,  even  now,  even  now 
believe  me  ?  " 

"  It's  clever — clever — extremely  clever  !  " 
Winifred  answered  in  a  tone  of  unnatural 
calmness.  "I  don't  deny  it  shows  great 
talent.  If  you'd  turned  your  attention 
seriously    to    novel-writing,   which   is    your 


;36  THIS  MORTAL   COIL. 

proper  metier,  instead  of  to  the  law,  for  which 
you've  too  exuberant  an  imagination,  you'd 
have  succeeded  ten  thousand  times  better 
tliere  than  you  could  ever  do  at  what  you're 
pleased  to  consider  your  divine  poetry.  Your 
story,  I  allow,  hangs  together  in  every  part 
with  remarkable  skill.  It's  a  pity  I  should 
Jiappen  to  know  it  all  from  beginning  to  end 
for  a  tissue  of  falsehoods. — Hugh,  you're  the 
profoundest  and  most  eminent  of  liars. — I've 
known  people  before  who  would  tell  a  lie  to 
serve  their  own  ends,  when  there  was  any- 
thing to  gain  by  it. — I've  known  people 
before  who,  when  a  lie  or  the  truth  would 
either  of  them  suit  their  purpose  equally,  told 
the  lie  by  preference  out  of  pure  love  of  it. — 
But  I've  never  till  to-night  met  anybody  on 
earth  who  would  tell  a  lie  for  the  mere  lie's 
sake,  to  make  himself  look  even  more  utterly 
mean  and  despicable  and  small  than  he  is  by 
nature. — You've  done  that.  You've  reached 
that  unsurpassed  depth  of  duplicity.  You've 
deliberately  invented  a  clever  tissue  of  con- 
certed lies — even  you  yourself  couldn't  fit 
them  all  in  so  neat  and  pat  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment — you  must  have  worked  your  romance 
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up  by  careful  stages  in  your  own  mind  before- 
hand— and  all  for  what  ?  To  prove  yourself 
innocent  ?  Oh  no ;  not  at  all !  but  to  make 
yourself  out  even  worse  than  you  are — a  liar, 
a  forger,  and  all  but  a  murderer. — I  loathe 
you ;  I  despise  you. — For  all  your  acting,  you 
know  you're  lying  to  me  even  now,  this 
minute.  You  know  that  Elsie  Challoner, 
whom  you  pretend  to  be  dead,  is  awaiting 
your  own  arrival  to-night  by  arrangement  at 
San  Remo." 

Hu^'h  fluno;  himself  back  in  the  final  ex- 
tremity  of  utter  despair  on  the  padded 
cushions.  He  had  played  his  last  card  with 
Winifred,  and  lost.  His  very  remorse  availed 
him  nothing.  His  very  confession  was  held 
to  increase  his  sin.  What  could  he  do  ? 
Whither  turn  ?  He  knew  no  answer.  He 
rocked  himself  up  and  down  on  his  seat  in 
hopeless  misery.  The  worst  had  come.  He 
had  blurted  out  all.  And  Winifred,  Winifred 
would  not  believe  him. 

"  I  wish  it  was  true  !  "  he  cried  ;  *'I  wish 
it  was  true,  Winnie !  I  wish  she  was  there. 
But  it  isn't ;  it  isn't !  She's  dead  !  I  killed 
her!    and  her  blood  has  weighed  upon  my 


38  THIS  MORTAL    COIL, 

head  ever  since  !     I  pay  for  it  now  !     I  killed 
her !     I  killed  her  !  " 

"  Listen  ! " 

Winifred  had  risen  to  her  full  height  in 
the  coupe  once  more,  and  was  standing,  gaunt 
and  haggard  and  deadly  wan  like  a  shrunken 
little  tragedy  queen  above  hirn.  Her  pale 
white  face  showed  paler  and  whiter  and  more 
death-like  still  by  the  feeble  light  of  the 
struggling  oil-lamp ;  and  her  bloodless  lips 
trembled  and  quivered  visibly  with  inner 
passion  as  she  tried  to  repress  her  overpower- 
ing indignation  with  one  masterful  effort. 
"  Listen ! "  she  said,  with  fierce  intensity. 
"  What  you  say  is  false.  I  know  you're  lying 
to  me.  Warren  Keif  told  me  himself  the 
other  day  in  London  that  Elsie  Challoner  was 
still  alive,  and  living,  where  you  know  she 
lives,  over  there  at  San  Remo." 

Warren  Relf !  That  serpent !  That 
reptile  !  That  eavesdropper !  Then  this  was 
the  creature's  mean  revenge !  He  had  lied 
that  despicable  lie  to  Winifred  !  Hugh  hated 
him  in  his  soul  more  fiercely  than  ever.  He 
was  baffled  once  more  ;  and  always  by  that 
same  malignant  intriguer  ! 
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*^  Where  did  you  see  Relf?"  he  burst  out 
angrily.  His  indignation,  flaring  up  to 
white-heat  afresh  at  this  latest  machination  of 
his  ancient  enemy,  gave  new  strength  to  his 
words  and  new  point  to  his  hatred.  "I 
thought  I  told  you  long  since  at  Whitestrand 
to  hold  no  further  communication  with  that 
wretched  being ! " 

But  Winifred  bv  this  time,  worn  out  with 
excitement,  had  fallen  back  speechless  and 
helpless  on  the  cushions.  Her  feeble  strength 
was  fairly  exhausted.  The  fatigue  of  the 
preparations,  the  stormy  passage,  the  long 
spell  of  travelling,  the  night  journey,  and 
added  to  it  all,  this  terrible  interview  with 
the  man  she  had  once  loved,  but  now  despised 
and  hated,  had  proved  too  much  in  the  end 
for  her  weakened  constitution.  A  fit  of 
wild  incoherence  had  overtaken  her ;  she 
babbled  idly  on  her  seat  in  broken  sentences. 
Her  muttered  words  were  full  of  "  mother  " 
and  ''home"  and  ** Elsie."  Hugh  felt  her 
pulse.  He  knew  it  was  delirium.  His  one 
thought  now  was  to  reach  San  Bemo  as 
quickly  as  possible.  If  only  she  could  live 
to    know  Warren   Eelf  had  told  her  a  lie, 
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and   that  Elsie  was  dead — dead — dead   and 
buried ! 

Perhaps   even    this    story   about   Warren 

Relf  and  what  he  had  told  her  was  itself  but 

a  product  of  the  fever  and  delirium !     But 

more  probably  not.    The  man  who  could  open 

other  people's  letters,  the  man  who  could  plot 

and  plan  and  intrigue  in  secret  to  set  another 

man's  wife   against   her   own   husband,  was 

capable  of  telling  any  lie  that  came  uppermost 

to  hurt  his  enemy  and  to  serve  his  purpose. 

He  knew  that  lie  would  distress  and  torture 

Winifred,  and  he  had  struck  at  Hugh,  like  a 

coward  that  he  was,  through  a  weak,  hysterical, 

dying  woman !     He  had  played  on  the  mean 

chord  of  feminine  jealousy.     Hugh  hated  him 

as  he  had  never  hated  him  before.     He  should 

pay  for  this  soundly — the  cur,  the  scoundrel ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

THE    OTHER   SIDE    OF    THE    SHIELD. 

That  self-same  night,  another  English  pas- 
senger of  our  acquaintance  was  speeding  in 
hot  haste  due  southward  to  San  Remo,  not 
indeed  by  the  Calais  and  Marseilles  express, 
but  by  the  rival  route  vid  Boulogne,  the  Mont 
Cenis,  Turin,  and  Savona.  Warren  Relf  had 
chosen  the  alternative  road  by  deliberate 
design,  lest  Hugh  Massinger  and  he  should 
happen  to  clash  by  the  way,  and  a  needless 
and  unseemly  scene  should  perhaps  take  place 
before  Winifred's  very  eyes  at  some  inter- 
mediate station. 

It  was  by  the  merest  accident  in  the  world, 
indeed,  that  Warren  had  heard,  in  the  nick 
of  opportunity,  of  the  Massingers'  projected 
visit  to  San  Remo.  For  some  weeks  before, 
busy  with  the  "boom,"  he  had  hardly  ever 
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dropped  in  for  a  gossip  at  his  Club  in 
Piccadilly.  Already  he  had  sent  off  his 
mother  and  sister  to  the  Riviera — this  time, 
too,  much  to  his  pride  and  deh'ght,  minus  the 
wonted  dead- weight  cargo  of  consumptive 
pupils — and  being  thus  left  entirely  to  his 
own  devices  at  128,  Bletchingley  Road,  he  had 
occupied  every  moment  of  his  crowded  day 
with  some  good  hard  work  in  finishing 
sketches  and  touching  up  pictures  commis- 
sioned in  advance  from  his  summer  studies, 
before  setting  out  himself  for  winter  quarters. 
But  on  the  particular  night  when  Hugh 
Massinger  came  up  to  town  en  route  for  the 
sunny  south  with  Winifred,  Warren  Relf, 
liaving  completed  a  fair  day's  work  for  a  fair 
day's  wage  in  his  own  studio — he  was  fulfil- 
ling an  engagement  to  enlarge  a  sketch  of  the 
Martellos  at  Aldeburgh  for  some  Sheffield 
cutlery- duke  or  some  Manchester  cotton - 
marquis — strolled  round  in  the  evening  for 
a  cigar  and  a  chat  on  the  comfortable  lounges 
of  the  Mother  of  Genius. 

In  the  cosy  smoking-room  at  the  Cheyne 
Row  Club,  he  found  Hatherley  already  in- 
stalled  in  a  big   armchair,  discussing  coffee 
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and  tlie  last  new  number  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century. 

"  Hullo,  Eelf !  The  remains  of  the  Bard 
were  in  here  just  now,"  Hatherley  exclaimed 
as  he  entered.  "  You've  barely  missed  him.  If 
you'd  dropped  in  only  ten  minutes  earlier, 
you  might  have  inspected  the  interesting 
relics.  But  he's  gone  back  to  his  hotel  by 
this  time,  I  fancy.  The  atmosphere  of  Oheyne 
Row  seems  somewhat  too  redolent  of  vulgar 
Cavendish  for  his  refined  taste.  He  smokes 
nothing  nowadays  himself  but  the  best 
regalias !  " 

''  What,  Massinger  ?  "  Relf  cried  in  some 
slight  surprise.  "  How  was  he,  Hatherley, 
and  what  was  he  doing  in  town  at  this  time 
of  year  ?  All  good  Squires  ought  surely  to 
be  down  in  the  country  now  at  their  hereditary 
work  of  supplying  the  market  with  a  due 
proportion  of  hares  and  partridges." 

"Oh,  he's  a  poor  wreck,"  Hatherley 
answered  lightly.  "  You've  hit  it  off  exactly 
— sunk  to  the  level  of  the  landed  aristocracy. 
He  exhales  an  aroma  of  vested  interests. 
Real  estate's  his  Moloch  at  present,  and  he 
bows  the  knee  to  solidified  sea-mud  in  the 
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tomple  of  Rimmon.  He  has  no  views  on  any- 
thing in  particular,  I  believe,  but  riparian 
proprietorship  :  complains  still  of  the  German 
Ocean  for  disregarding  the  sacred  rights  of 
property  ;  and  holds  that  the  sole  business  of 
an  enlightened  British  legislature  is  to  keep 
the  sand  from  blowing  in  at  his  own  inviolable 
dining-room  windows.  Poor  company,  in 
fact,  since  he  descended  to  the  Squirearchy. 
He's  never  forgiven  me  that  playful  little 
bantering  ballade  of  mine,  either,  that  I  sent 
to  the  Charing  Cross  Review,  you  remember, 
chaiBng  him  about  his  '  Life's  Tomfoolery,'  or 
whatever  else  he  called  the  precious  nonsense. 
For  my  part,  I  hate  such  vapid  narrowness. 
A  man  should  be  able  to  bear  chaif  with  good- 
humour.  Talk  about  the  genus  irritabile, 
indeed :  your  poet  should  feel  himself  superior 
to  vindictiveness — '  Dowered  with  the  love  of 
love,  the  hate  of  hate,  the  scorn  of  scorn,'  as  a 
distinguished  peer  admirably  words  it." 

"  How  long's  he  going  to  stop  in  town — 
do  you  know  ?  "  Relf  asked  curiously. 

"Thank  goodness,  he's  not  going  to  stop 
at  all,  my  dear  fellow.  If  he  were,  I'd  run 
down  to  Brighton  for  the  interval.     A  month 
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of  Masslnger  at  the  Cheyne  Row  would  be  a 
perfect  harvest  for  the  seaside  lodgings.  But 
Fm  happy  to  tell  you  he's  going  to  remove 
his  mortal  remains — for  the  soul  of  him's 
dead — dead  and  buried,  long  ago,  in  the 
Whitestrand  sandhills  —  to  San  Ilemo 
to-morrow.  Poor  little  Mrs.  Massinger's 
seriously  ill,  I'm  sorry  to  say.  Too  much 
Bard  has  told  at  last  upon  her.  Bard  for 
t5reakfast.  Bard  for  lunch,  and  Bard  for  dinner 
would  undermine  in  time  the  soundest  consti- 
tution. Sir  Anthony  finds  it's  produced  in 
her  case  Suppressed  Gout,  or  Tubercular 
Diathesis,  or  Softening  of  the  Brain,  or  some- 
thing lingering  and  humorous  of  that  sort ; 
and  he's  ordered  her  off,  j^ost  haste,  by  the 
first  express,  to  the  Mediterranean.  Massinger 
objected  at  first  to  San  Remo,  he  tells  me, 
probably  because,  with  his  usual  bad  taste,  he 
didn't  desire  to  enjoy  your  agreeable  society ; 
but  that  skimpy  little  woman,  gout  or  no 
gout,  has  a  will  of  her  own,  I  can  tell  you  ; 
San  Remo  she  insists  upon,  and  to  San  Remo 
the  Bard  must  go  accordingly.  You  should 
have  seen  him  chafing  with  an  internal  fire 
as  he  let  it  all  out  to  us,  hint  by  hint,  in  the 
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billiard-room  this  evening.  Poor  skimpy 
little  woman,  though,  I'm  awfully  sorry  for 
her.  It's  hard  lines  on  her.  She  had  the 
iiiakiniTS  of  a  nice  small  hostess  m  her  once  ; 
but  the  Bard's  ruined  her — sucked  her  dry 
and  chucked  her  away — and  she's  dying  of 
him  now,  from  what  he  tells  me." 

Warren  Eelf  looked  back  with  a  start  of 
astonishment.  "  To  San  Eemo  ?  "  he  cried. 
'•  You're  sure,  Hatherley,  he  said  San  Remo  ?" 

"  Perfectly  certain.  San  Remo  it  is. 
Observe,  hi  presto,  there's  no  deception.  He 
gave  me  this  card  in  case  of  error  :  '  Hugh 
Massinger,  for  the  present,  Poste  Restante, 
San  Remo.'  No  other  address  forthcoming 
as  yet.  He  expects  to  settle  down  at  a  villa 
when  he  gets  there." 

Relf  made  up  his  mind  with  a  single  plunge 
as  he  knocked  his  ash  off.  "I  shall  go  by 
to-morrow's  express  to  the  Riviera,'  he  said 
shortly. 

"  To  pursue  the  Bard  ?  I  wouldn't,  if  I 
were  you.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  know  he 
doesn't  love  you." 

"  He  has  reason,  I  believe.  The  feeling  is 
perhaps  to  some  extent  mutual.     No,  not  to 
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pursue  him — to  prevent  mischief. — Hand  me 
over  the  Continental  Bradshaw,  will  you  ? — 
Thanks.  That'll  do.  Do  you  know  which 
line  ?  Marseilles,  I  suppose  ?  Did  he  happen 
to  mention  it  ?  " 

"  He  told  me  he  was  going  by  Dijon  and 
Lyons." 

"All  right.  That's  it.  The  Marseilles 
route.  Arrive  at  San  Remo  at  4.30.  I'll  go 
round  the  other  way  by  Turin  and  intercept 
him.  Trains  arrive  within  five  minutes  of 
one  another,  I  see.  That'll  be  just  in  time 
to  prevent  any  contretemps.'' 

"  Your  people  are  at  San  Remo  already,  I 
believe  ?  " 

"  My  people — yes.  But  how  did  you 
know  ?  They  were  at  Mentone  for  a  while, 
and  they  only  went  on  home  to  the  Villa 
Rossa  the  day  before  yesterday." 

''  So  I  heard  from  Miss  Relf,"  Hatherley 
answered  with  a  slight  cough.  *'  She  hap- 
pened to  be  writing  to  me — about  a  literarv 
matter — a  mere  question  of  current  art- 
criticism — on  Wednesday  morning." 

Warren  hardly  noticed  the  slight  hesita- 
tion :  and  there  was  nothing  odd  in  Edie's 
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writing  to  Hatherley  :  that  best  of  sisters 
was  always  jogging  the  memory  of  inatten- 
tive critics.  While  Edie  lived,  indeed,  her 
brother's  name  was  never  likely  to  be  for- 
gotten in  the  weekly  organs  of  artistic 
opinion.  She  insured  it,  if  anj'thing,  an 
undue  prominence.  For  her  much  impor- 
tunity, the  sternest  of  them  all,  like  the 
unjust  judge,  was  compelled  in  time  to  notice 
every  one  of  her  brother's  performances. 

So  Warren  hurried  off  by  himself  at  all 
speed  to  San  Remo,  and  reached  it  at  almost 
the  same  moment  as  Massinger.  If  Hugh 
and  Elsie  wuiG  to  meet  unexpectedly,  Warren 
felu  the  shock  might  be  positively  dangerous. 
As  he  emerged  from  the  station,  he  hired 
a  close  carriage,  and  ordered  the  vetturino  to 
draw  up  on  the  far  side  of  the  road  and 
wait  a  few  minutes  till  he  was  prepared  for 
starting.  Then  he  leaned  back  in  his  seat 
in  the  shade  of  the  hood,  and  held  himself  in 
readiness  for  the  arrival  of  the  Paris  train 
from  Ventimiglia. 

He  had  waited  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
w^hen  Hugh  Massinger  came  out  hastily  and 
called   a   cab.     Two   porters  helped  him  to 
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carry  out  Winifred,  now  seriously  ill,  and 
muttering  inarticulately  as  they  placed  her 
in  the  carriage.  Hugh  gave  an  inaudible 
order  to  the  driver,  who  drove  off  at  once 
with  a  nod  and  a  smile  and  a  cheery  "  Si, 
signor." 

"  Follow  that  carriage ! "  Warren  said  in 
Italian  to  his  own  cabman.  The  driver 
nodded  and  followed  closely.  They  drove  up 
through  the  narrow  crowded  little  streets  of 
the  old  quarter,  and  stopped  at  last  opposite 
a  large  and  dingy  yellow-washed  pension^  in 
the  modern  part  of  the  town,  about  the  middle 
of  the  Avenue  Yittorio-Emmanuele.  The 
house  was  new,  but  congenitally  shabby. 
Hugh's  carriage  blocked  the  way  already. 
Warren  waited  outside  for  some  ten  minutes 
without  showing  his  face  till  he  thought  the 
Massingers  would  have  engaged  rooms  :  then 
he  entered  the  hall  boldly  and  inquired  if  he 
could  have  lodgings. 

"  On  what  floor  has  the  gentleman  who 
just  arrived  placed  himself  ?  "  he  asked  of  the 
landlord,  a  portly  Piedmontese,  of  august 
dimensions. 

"  On  the  second  story,  signor." 

YOL.  111.  B 
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"Then  I  will  go  on  the  third,"  Warren 
Eelf  answered  with  short  decision.  And 
they  found  him  a  room  forthwith  without 
further  parley. 

The  pension  was  one  of  those  large  and 
massive  solid  buildings,  so  common  on  the 
Eiviera,  let  out  in  flats  or  in  single  apart- 
ments, and  with  a  deep  well  of  a  square 
staircase  occupying  the  entire  centre  of  the 
block  like  a  covered  courtyard.  As  Warren 
Keif  mounted  to  his  room  on  the  third  floor, 
with  the  chatty  Swiss  waiter  from  the  canton 
Ticino,  who  carried  his  bag,  he  asked  quietly 
if  the  lady  on  the  segondo  who  seemed  so  ill 
was  in  any  immediate  or  pressing  danger. 

"  Danger,  signor  ?  She  is  ill,  certainly ; 
th^y  carried  her  upstairs  :  she  couldn't  have 
walked  it.  Ill — but  ill."  He  expanded  his 
hands  and  pursed  his  lips  up. — "  But  what 
of  that  ?  The  house  expects  it.  They  come 
here  to  die,  many  of  these  English.  The 
signora  no  doubt  will  die  soon.  She's  a 
very  bad  case.  She  has  hardly  any  life  in 
her." 

Little  reassured  by  this  cold  comfort, 
Warren  sat  down  at  the  table  at  once,  as  soon 


THE   OTHER   SIDE   OF  THE  SHIELD.        51 

as  he  had  washed  away  the  dust  of  travel, 
and  scribbled  off  a  hasty  note  to  Edie  : — 

"  Dearest  E., 

"  Just  arrived.  Hope  you  received 
my  telegram  from  Paris.  For  heaven's  sake, 
don't  let  Elsie  stir  out  of  the  house  till  I 
have  seen  you.  This  is  most  imperative. 
Massinger  and  Mrs.  Massinger  are  here  at 
this  pension.  He  has  brought  her  South  for 
her  health's  sake.  She's  dying  rapidly.  I 
wouldn't  for  worlds  let  Elsie  see  either  of 
them  in  their  present  condition  :  above  all, 
she  mustn't  run  up  against  them  unex- 
pectedly. I  may  not  be  able  to  sneak  round 
to-night,  but  at  all  hazards  keep  Elsie  in  till 
I  can  get  to  the  Yilla  Rossa  to  consult  with 
you.  Elsie  must  of  course  return  to  England 
at  once,  now  Massinger's  come  here.  We 
have  to  face  a  very  serious  crisis.  I  won't 
write  further,  preferring  to  come  and  arrange 
in  person.  Meanwhile,  say  nothing  to  Elsie 
just  yet;  I'll  break  it  to  her  myself. — In 
breathless  haste, 

"  Yours  ever,  very  affectionately, 

**  Warren." 
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He  sent  the  note  round  with  many  warn- 
ings by  the  Swiss  waiter  to  his  mother's 
house.  When  Edie  got  it,  she  could  have 
cried  with  chagrin.  Could  anything  on  earth 
have  been  more  unfortunate  ?  To  think  that 
Elsie  should  just  have  gone  out  shopping 
Ijefore  the  note  arrived — and  should  be  going 
to  call  at  the  Grand  Hotel  Royal  in  that  very 
Avenue  Yittorio-Emmanuele  ! 

If  Warren  had  only  known  that  fact,  he 
would  have  gone  out  at  all  risks  to  intercept 
and  prevent  her.  But  as  things  stood,  he 
preferred  to  lurk  unseen  on  his  third  floor  till 
night  came  on.  He  wanted  to  keep  as  quiet 
as  possible.  He  didn't  wish  Massinger  to 
know,  for  the  present  at  least,  of  his  arrival 
in  San  Remo.  Later  on,  perhaps,  when  Elsie 
had  safely  started  for  England,  he  might  see 
whether  he  could  be  of  any  service  to 
Winifred. 

And  to  Hugh  too ;  for  in  spite  of  all, 
though  he  had  told  Hatherley  their  dislike 
was  mutual,  he  pitied  Massenger  too  pro- 
foundly now  not  to  forget  his  righteous 
resentment  at  such  a  moment.  If  Warren's 
experience  and  connection  at  San  Remo  were 
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of  any  avail,  he  would  gladly  place  them  at 
Massinger's  disposal.  Too  manly  himself  to 
harbour  a  grudge,  he  scarcely  recognized  the 
existence  of  vindictive  feeling  in  others. 

Warren  Eelf !  That  serpent  !  That 
reptile !  That  eavesdropper !  How  strangely 
each  of  us  looks  to  each !  How  grotesquely 
our  perverted  inner  mirror,  with  its  twists 
and  curves,  distorts  and  warps  the  lineaments 
of  our  fellows  !  Warren  Relf !  That  im- 
placable malignant  enemy,  for  ever  plotting 
and  planning  and  caballing  against  him  : 
Why,  Warren  Relf,  whom  Hugh  so  imaged 
to  himself  in  his  angry  mind,  was  sitting 
that  moment  with  his  head  bent  down  to  the 
bare  table,  and  muttering  half  aloud  through 
his  teeth  to  himself:  "  Poor,  poor  Massinger  ! 
How  hard  for  him  to  bear  !  Alone  with  that 
unhappy  little  dying  soul!  Without  one 
friend  to  share  his  trouble !  I  wish  I  could 
do  anything  on  earth  to  help  him !  " 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

PROVING   HIS    CASE. 

At  \hQ  pension^  Hugh  had  engaged  in  haste 
a  dull  private  sitting-room  on  the  second 
floor,  with  bedroom  and  dressing-room  ad- 
joining at  the  side ;  and  here  he  laid  Winifred 
down  on  the  horse-hair  sofa,  wearied  out  with 
lier  long  journey  and  her  fit  of  delirium,  but 
now  restored  for  the  time  being  by  rest  and 
food,  in  one  of  those  marvellous  momentary 
rallies  which  so  often  tempt  consumptive 
patients  to  use  up  in  a  single  dying  flicker 
their  small  remaining  reserve  of  vital  energy. 
The  house  itself  was  dingy,  stingy,  bare,  and 
second-rate ;  but  the  soft  Italian  air  and  the 
full  sunshine  that  flooded  the  room  through 
the  open  windows  had  a  certain  false  exhilarat- 
ing effect,  like  a  glass  of  champagne;  and 
luider   their   stimulating  influence  Winifred 
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felt  a  temporary  strength  to  whicli  she  had 
long  been  quite  unaccustomed.  The  waiter 
had  brought  her  up  refreshments  on  a  tray, 
soup  and  sweetbreads  and  country  wine — the 
plain  sound  generous  Ligurian  claret — and 
she  had  eaten  and  drunk  with  an  apparent 
avidity  which  fairly  took  her  husband's  breath 
away.  The  food  supplied  her  with  a  sudden 
access  of  hectic  energy.  "  Wheel  me  over  to 
the  window,"  she  cried  in  a  stronger  voice  to 
Hugh.  And  Hugh  wheeled  the  sofa  over  as 
he  was  bid  to  a  point  where  she  could  see 
across  the  town  and  the  hills  and  the  villas 
and  the  lemon-gardens,  and  the  tall  date- 
palms  with  their  feathery  foliage  on  the 
piazza  opposite,  to  the  cobalt-blue  sea,  and 
the  gracious  bays,  and  the  endless  ranges  of 
the  Maritime  Alps  on  either  side,  towards 
Bordighera  one  way  and  Taggia  the  other. 

It  was  beautiful,  beautiful,  very  beautiful. 
For  the  moment,  the  sight  soothed  Winifred. 
She  w^as  content  now  to  die  where  she  lay. 
Her  wounded  heart  asked  nothing  further 
from  unkind  fortune.  She  looked  up  at  her 
husband  with  a  stony  gaze.  "  Hugh,"  she 
said,  in  firm  but  grimly  resolute  tones,  with 


^6  THIS  MORTAL    COIL, 

no  trace  of  tenderness  or  softening  in  her 
voice,  "  bury  me  here.  I  like  the  place. 
Don't  try  to  take  me  home  in  a  box  to 
Whitestrand." 

Her  very  callousness,  if  callousness  it  were, 
cut  him  to  the  heart.     That  so  young  and 
frail  and  delicate  a  girl  should  talk  of  her 
own  death  with  such   seeming   insensibility 
was   indeed  terrible.     The  proud  hard  man 
was   broken   at    last.      Shame   and   remorse 
touched  his  soul.     He  burst  into  tears,  and 
kneeling  by  her  side,  tried  to  take  her  hand 
with  some  passing  show  of  affection  in  his. 
Winifred  withdrew  it,  coldly  and  silently,  as 
his  own  approached  it.     "  Winnie,"  he  cried, 
bending  over  her  face,  "  I  don't  ask  you  to 
forgive   me.     You   can't   forgive   me.      You 
could  never  forgive  me  for  the  wrong  I've 
done  you.     But  I  do  ask  you,  from  my  soul 
I  do  ask  you,  in  this  last  extremity,  to  believe 
me  and  to  listen  to  me.     I  did  not  lie  to  you 
last  night.     It  was  all  true,  what  I  told  you 
in  the  coupe,     I've  never  intrigued   against 
you   in   the   way  you   believe.      I've   never 
deceived  you  for  the  purpose   you   suppose. 
I've  treated  you  cruelly,  heartlessly,  wickedly 
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— I  acknowledge  that ;  but  oh,  Winnie, 
Winnie,  I  can't  bear  you  to  die  as  you  will, 
believing  what  you  do  believe  about  me. — 
This  is  the  hardest  part  of  all  my  punishment. 
Don't  leave  me  so  !  My  wife,  my  wife,  don't 
kill  me  with  this  coldners !  " 

Winifred  looked  over  at  him  more  stonily 
than  ever.  "  Hugh,"  she  said  with  a  very 
slow  and  distinct  utterance,  "  every  word  you 
say  to  me  in  this  hateful  strain  only  increases 
and  deepens  my  loathing  and  contempt  for 
you. — You  see  I'm  dying — you  know  I'm 
dying.  In  your  way,  I  really  and  truly 
believe,  you  feel  some  tiny  twinge  of  com- 
punction, some  faint  sort  of  pity  and  regret 
and  sympathy  for  me.  You  know  you've 
killed  me,  broken  my  heart ;  and  in  a  careless 
fashion,  you're  rather  sorry  for  it.  If  you 
knew  how,  you'd  like,  without  bothering 
yourself  much,  to  console  me.  And  yet,  to 
lie  is  so  ingrained  in  the  very  warp  and  woof 
of  your  nature,  that  even  so,  you  can't  help 
lying  to  me  !  You  can't  help  lying  to  your 
own  wife,  at  death's  door,  in  her  last  ex- 
tremity— your  own  wife,  whom  you've  slowly 
ground    down    and    worn    out    with    your 
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treachery — your  own  wife,  whom  youVe 
lietrayed  and  tortured  and  killed  at  last  for 
that  other  woman  ! — Don't  I  know  it  all,  so 
that  you  can't  deceive  me  ?  Don't  I  know 
every  thought  and  wish  of  your  heart  ?  Don't 
I  know  how  you've  kept  her  letters  and  her 
watch  ?  Don't  I  know  how  you've  brooded  and 
moaned  and  whispered  about  her  ?  Don't  I 
know  how  you've  brought  me  to  San  Remo 
to-day,  dying  as  I  am,  to  be  near  her  and  to 
caress  her  when  I'm  dead  and  buried? — 
You've  tried  to  hound  me  and  to  drive  me  to 
my  grave,  that  you  might  marry  Elsie. — 
You've  tried  to  murder  me  by  slow  degrees, 
that  you  might  marry  Elsie. — Well,  you've 
carried  your  point :  you've  succeeded  at  last, 
— You've  killed  me  now,  or  as  good  as  killed 
me ;  and  when  I'm  dead  and  gone,  you  can 
marry  Elsie. — I  don't  mind  that.  Marry  her 
and  be  done  with  it. — But  if  ever  you  dare  to 
tell  me  again  that  lying  story  you  concocted 
last  night  so  glibly  in  the  coupe, — Hugh 
^lassinger,  I'll  tell  you  in  earnest  what  I'll 
do :  I'll  jump  out  of  that  window  before  your 
very  face  and  dash  myself  to  pieces  on  the 
groimd  in  front  of  you."  ..         .  ; 
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She  spoke  with  feverish  and  hirid  energy. 
Hugh  Massinger  hent  his  head  to  his  knees 
in  ahject  wretchedness  as  she  flung  that 
threat  from  her  clenched  teeth  at  him.  His 
very  remorse  availed  him  nothing.  The  girl 
was  adamantine,  inexorable,  impervious  to 
evidence.  Nothing  on  earth  that  he  could 
say  or  do  would  possibly  move  her.  He  felt 
himself  unjustly  treated  now ;  and  he  pitied 
Winifred. 

"  Winifred,  AVinifred,  my  poor  wronged 
and  injured  Winifred,"  he  cried  at  last,  in 
another  wild  outburst,  "  I  can  do  or  say 
nothing,  I  know,  to  convince  you.  But  one 
thing  perhaps  will  make  you  hesitate  to  dis- 
believe me.  Look  here,  Winifred ;  watch  me 
closely ! " 

A  happy  inspiration  had  come  to  his  aid. 
He  brought  over  the  little  round  table  from 
the  corner  of  the  room  and  planted  it  full  in 
front  of  the  sofa  where  Winifred  was  lying. 
Then  he  set  a  chair  close  by  the  side,  and 
selecting  a  pen  from  his  writing-case,  began 
to  produce  on  a  sheet  of  note-paper,  under 
Winifred's  very  eyes,  some  lines  of  manu- 
script— in  Elsie's  handwriting.     Slowly  and 
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carefully  he  framed  each  letter  in  poor  (KmkI 
Elsie's  bold  and  large- limbed  angular  (character. 
He  didn't  need  now  any  copy  to  go  by ;  long 
practice  had  taught  him  to  absolute  perlVn^tion 
each  twist  and  curl  and  (lourisb  of  her  pen  — 
the  very  tails  of  her  (js,  the  black  downstrokc^ 
of  her  /s,  the  peculiar  unsteadiness  of  her  .vs 
and  her  ?m,  Winifred,  sitting  by  in  haughty 
disdain,  pretended  not  even  to  notice  his 
strange  proceeding.  But  as  the  tell-tale  letter 
grew  on  apace  beneath  his  practised  pen — 
Elsie  all  over,  past  human  conceiving — she 
condescended  at  last,  by  an  occasional  hasty 
glimpse  or  side-glance,  to  manifest  her  interest 
in  this  singular  pantomime.  Hugh  persevered 
to  the  end  in  solemn  silence,  and  when  he 
had  finished  the  whole  short  letter,  he  handed 
it  to  her  in  a  sort  of  subdued  triumph.  She 
took  it  with  a  gesture  of  supreme  unconcern. 
"  Did  any  man  ever  take  such  pains  before," 
she  cried  ironically,  as  she  glanced  at  it  with 
an  assumption  of  profound  indifference,  "  to 
make  himself  out  to  his  wife  a  liar,  a  forger, 
and  perhaps  a  murderer !  " 

Hugh   bit  his  lip  with  mortification,  and 
watched  her  closely.     The  tables  were  turned. 
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TFow  Hiriiu^a  ihai  lie  nliould  now  ])(t  all  (\i\^(tr 
Jinxioly  for  lier  to  l(3;irn  tlio  truth  ho  had  tried 
HO  lon^  a,nd  so  HUcvMiss fully  wiili  all  IiIh  ml^ht 
to  conc(.'a,l  from  lior  keenoBt  and  rnoBt  prying 
Hcrutiny  ! 

WinlfVcid  HcariTied  tlio  for^nd  letter  for  a 
minute  with  ay)[)arent  eareleHHueHH.  I>ut  an 
slio  read  and  re-read  it,  in  a  mere  haze  of 
})ereeption,  some  sliadow  of  dou})t  for  the  first 
time  obtruded  itself  iaintly  one  rnrrment  upon 
lier  uncertain  soul.  For  Hugh  had  indeed 
chosen  his  si)ecimen  letter  cleverly — ali,  that 
hateful  cleverness  of  his !  how  even  now  it 
told  with  full  force  against  him.  When  you 
have  to  deal  with  so  cunning  a  rogue,  you 
can  never  be  sure.  The  more  certain  things 
seem,  the  more  cause  for  distrusting  them. 
He  had  written  over  again  from  memory  the 
single  note  of  Elsie's-^or  rather  of  his  own 
in  Elsie's  hand — that  Winifred  had  never 
happened  at  all  to  show  him — the  second  note 
of  the  series,  the  one  he  despatched  on  the 
day  of  her  father's  death.  It  had  reached  her 
at  Invertanar  Castle,  redirected  from  White- 
strand,  two  mornings  later.  Winifred  had 
read  the  few  lines  as  soon  as  they  arrived, 
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and  then  burnt  the  page  in  haste,  in  the  heat 

and  flurry  of  that  tearful  time.     But  now,  as 

the  letter  lay  before  her  in  fac-simile  once 

more,  the  very  words  and  phrases  came  back 

to  her  memory,  as  they  had   come  back  to 

Hugh's,  with  all  the  abnormal  vividness  and 

distinctness  of  such  morbid  moments.     Ill  as 

she  was — nay,  rather  dying — he  had  fairly 

aroused  her  feminine  curiosity.     "How  did 

you  ever  come  to  know  what  Elsie  wrote  me 

that  day  ?  "  she  asked  coldly. 

"  Because  I  wrote  it  myself,"  Hugh 
answered  with  an  eager  forward  movement. 

For  half  a  minute,  Winifred's  soul  was 
staggered.  It  looked  plausible  enough  :  he 
might  have  forged  it.  He  could  forge  any- 
thing. Then  with  a  sudden,  deep-drawn 
"  Ah  !  "  a  fresh  solution  forced  itself  upon  her 
mind.  "  You  wretch  !  "  she  cried,  holding 
her  head  with  her  hands ;  *'  I  see  it  all  now  ! 
How  dare  you  lie  to  me  ?  This  is  worse 
than  I  ever  dreamt  or  conceived.  Elsie  spent 
that  week  with  you  in  London !  " 

With  a  loud  groan,  Hugh  flung  himself 
back  on  his  vacant  chair.  His  very  clever- 
ness had  recoiled  upon  him  with  deadly  force 
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again.  The  inference  was  obvious !  Too, 
too,  too  obvious  !  What  other  interpretation 
could  Winifred  possibly  put  upon  the  facts  ? 
He  wondered  in  his  heart  he  could  have 
missed  that  easy  solution  himself.  "  She 
wasn't ! "  he  cried  out  with  an  agonized  cry. 
"  She  was  dead — dead — dead,  I  tell  you — 
drowned  and  buried  at  Orfordness !  " 

Winifred  looked  hard  at  him,  half  doubtful 
still.  Could  any  man  be  quite  so  false  and 
heartless  ?  Admirably  as  he  acted,  could  he 
act  like  this  ?  What  tragedian  had  ever 
such  command  of  his  countenance  ?  Mie:ht 
not  that  strange  story  of  his,  so  pat  and 
straight,  so  consonant  with  the  facts,  so 
neatly  adapted  in  every  detail  to  the  known 
circumstances,  perhaps  after  all  be  actually 
true  ?  Could  Elsie  be  really  and  truly  dead  ? 
Could  ring  and  letters  and  circumstantial 
evidence  have  fallen  out,  not  as  she  conceived, 
but  as  Hugh  pretended  ?  .  » 

She  hardly  knew  which  thing  would  make 
her  hate  and  despise  him  most — the  forgery 
or  the  lie  :  that  long  deception,  or  that  secret 
intrigue  :  his  silent  mourning  over  a  dead 
love,  or  his  clandestine  correspondence  with 
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a  living  lover.  Whichever  was  worst,  she 
would  choose  to  believe ;  for  the  wickedest 
course  was  likeliest  to  be  the  true  one.  It  was 
a  question  merely  when  he  had  lied  the  most 
— now  or  then  ?  to  his  dying  wife  or  to  his 
betrothed  Jover  ?  Winifred  gazed  on  at  him, 
scorning  and  loathing  him.  "  I  can't  make 
my  mind  up,"  she  muttered  slowly.  "  It's 
hard  to  believe  that  Elsie's  dead.  But  for 
Elsie's  sake,  I  hope  so  !  1  hope  so ! — That 
you  have  deceived  me,  I  know  and  am  sure. 
That  Elsie's  deceived  me,  I  should  be  sorry  to 
think,  though  I've  often  thought  it.  Your 
story,  incredible  as  it  may  be,  brings  home 
all  the  baseness  and  cruelty  to  yourself.  It 
exculpates  Elsie.  And  I  wish  I  could  believe 
Elsie  was  innocent.  I  could  endure  your 
wickedness  if  only  I  knew  Elsie  didn't 
share  it !  " 

Hugh  leaped  from  his  chair  with  his  hands 
clasped.  "  Believe  what  you  will  about  m^," 
he  cried.  "  I  deserve  it  all.  I  deserve 
everything.  But  not  of  her — not  of  her,  I 
beg  of  you.  Believe  no  ill  of  poor  dead 
Elsie  ! " 

Winifred  smiled  a  coldly  satirical   smile. 
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'*  So  much  devotion  does  you  honour  indeed," 
she  said  in  a  scathing  voice.  "  Your  con- 
sideration for  dead  Elsie's  reputation  is  truly 
touching. — I  only  see  one  flaw  in  the  case. 
If  Elsie's  dead,  how  did  Mr.  Eelf  come  to  tell 
me,  I  should  like  to  know,  she  was  living  at 
San  Remo  ?  " 

''Relf!"  Hugh  cried,  taken  aback  once 
more.  "  Relf !  Always  that  serpent !  That 
wriggling,  insinuating,  back-stairs  intriguer ! 
I  hate  the  wretch.  If  I  had  him  here  now, 
I'd  wring  his  wry  neck  for  him  with  the 
greatest  pleasure. — He's  at  the  bottom  of 
everything  that  turns  up  against  me.  He 
told  you  a  lie,  that's  the  plain  explanation, 
and  he  told  it  to  bafSe  me.  He  hates  me,  the 
cur,  and  he  wanted  to  make  my  game  harder. 
He  knew  it  would  sow  distrust  between  you 
and  me  if  he  told  you  that  lie  ;  and  he  had 
no  pity,  like  an  unmanly  sneak  that  he  is, 
even  on  a  poor  weak  helpless  woman." 

"I  see,"  Winifred  murmured  with  ex- 
asperating calmness.  "  He  told  me  the 
truth.  It's  his  habit  to  tell  it.  And  the 
truth   happens   to   be   very  disconcerting  to 

you,  by  making  what  you're  frank  enougli  to 
VOL.  in.  t 
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describe  as  your  game  a  little  harder.  The 
word's  sufficient.  You  can  never  do  any- 
thing but  play  a  game.  That's  very  clear. 
I  understand  now.  I  prefer  Mr.  Relf's 
assurance  to  yours,  thank  you !  " 

''  Winifred,"  Hugh  cried,  in  an  agony  of 
despair,  ''  let  me  tell  you  the  whole  story 
again,  bit  by  bit,  act  by  act,  scene  by  scene  " 
— Winifred  smiled  derisively  at  the  theatrical 
phrase — "  and  you  may  question  me  out  on 
every  part  of  it.  Cross-examine  me,  please, 
like  a  hostile  lawyer,  to  the  minutest  detail. — 
Oh,  Winnie,  I  want  you  to  know  the  truth 
now.  I  wish  you'd  believe  me.  I  can't 
endure  to  think  that  you  should  die  mis- 
taking me." 

His  imploring  look  and  his  evident  earnest- 
ness shook  Winifred's  wavering  mind  again. 
Even  the  worst  of  men  has  his  truthful 
moments.  Her  resolution  faltered.  She 
began,  as  he  suggested,  cross-questioning 
him  at  full.  Hugh  answered  every  one  of 
her  questions  at  once  with  prompt  simplicity. 
Those  answers  had  the  plain  ring  of  reality 
about  them.  A  clever  man  can  lie  ingeniously, 
but  he  can't  lie  on  the  spur  of  the  moment 
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for   long   together.      Winifred   left    no   test 
untried.     She  asked  him  as  to  tlie  arran^re- 
ment  of  Elsie's  room;    as  to  the  things  he 
had  purloined  from  the  drawers  and  dressing- 
table  ;  as  to  her  letters  to  the  supposed  Elsie 
in  Australia,  all  of  which  Hugh  had  of  course 
intercepted   and   opened.     Nowhere  for   one 
moment   did   she   catch  him   tripping.      He 
gave  his  replies  plainly  and  straightforwardly. 
The  fever  of  confession  had  seized  hold  of 
him   once   more.      The    pent-up   secret   had 
burst  its  bounds.    He  revealed  his  inmost  soul 
to  Winifred-he  even  admitted,  with  shame 
and  agony,  his  abiding  love  and  remorse  for 
Elsie. 

Overcome  by  her  feelings,  Winifred  leaned 
back  on  the  sofa  and  cried.  Thank  heaven, 
thank  heaven,  she  could  cry  now.  He  was 
glad  of  that.  She  could  cry,  after  all.  That 
poor  little  cramped  and  cabined  nature, 
turned  in  upon  itself  so  long  for  lack  of  an 
outlet,  found  vent  at  last.  Hugh  cried  him- 
self, and  held  her  hand.  In  her  momentary 
impulse  of  womanly  softening,  she  allowed 
him  to  hold  it.  Her  wan  small  face  pleaded 
piteously  with  his  heart.     "  Dare  I,  Winnie  ?  " 
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he  asked  with  a  faint  tremor,  and  leaning 
forward  he  kissed  her  forehead.  She  did 
not  withdraw  it.  He  thrilled  at  the  eon- 
cession.  Then  he  thought  with  a  pang  how 
cruelly  he  had  worn  her  young  life  out. 
She  never  reproached  him ;  her  feelings  went 
far  too  deep  for  reproach.  But  she  cried 
silently,  silently,  silently. 

At  length  she  spoke.  *'  When  I'm  gone," 
she  said  in  a  fainter  voice  now,  "  you  must 
])nt  up  a  stone  by  Elsie's  grave.  I'm  glad 
Elsie  at  least  was  true  to  me !  " 

Hugh's  heart  gave  a  bound.  Then  she 
wavered  at  last !  She  accepted  his  account ! 
She  knew  that  Elsie  was  dead  and  buried ! 
He  had  carried  his  point.  She  believed  him  ! 
— she  believed  him  ! 

Winifred  rose,  and  staggered  feebly  to  her 
feet.  "I  shall  go  to  bed  now,"  she  said  in 
husky  accents.  "  You  may  send  for  a  doctor. 
I  shan't  last  long.  But  on  the  whole,  I  feel 
better  so.  I  wanted  Elsie  to  be  alive  indeed, 
because  I  hunger  and  thirst  for  sympathy, 
and  Elsie  would  give  it  me.  But  I'm  glad  at 
least  Elsie  didn't  deceive  me !  "  She  paused 
for  a  moment  and  wiped  her  eyes ;  then  she 
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steadied  herself  by  the  bar  of  tlie  window— 
the   air  blew  in   so  warm   and   fresh.     Slie 
looked  out  at  the  palms  and  the  blue,  blue 
sea.     It  seemed   to   calm  her,  the   beautiful 
south.     She  gazed  long  and  wearily  at  the 
glassy   water.      But   her   dream   didn't   last 
undisturbed  for  many  minutes.     Of  a  sudden, 
a    shade   came    over   her   face.      Something 
below  seemed  to  sting  and  appal  her.     She 
started  back,  tottering,  from  the  open  window. 
"  Hugh,  Hugh  !  "  she  cried,  ghastly  pale  and 
quivering,  *'you   said   she    was   dead !— you 
said  she  was  dead  !     You  lie  to  me  still.     (3h, 
heaven,  how  terrible  !  " 

"So  she  is,"  Hugh  groaned  out,  half 
catching  her  in  his  arms  for  fear  she  should 
fall.  ''  Dead  and  buried,  on  my  honour,  at 
Orfordness,  Winifred  !  " 

"  Hugh,  Hugh !  can  you  never  tell  me  the 
truth?"  And  she  stretched  out  one  thin 
white  bony  forefinger  towards  the  street 
beyond.  One  second  she  gasped  a  terrible 
gasp;  then  she  flung  out  the  words  with  a 
last  wild  effort :  "  That's  she !— that's  Elsie  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XXXYIir. 

GHOST    OR    WOMAN? 

Winifred  spoke  with  such  concentrated  force 
of  inner  conviction  that,  absurd  and  incredible 
as  he  knew  it  to  be — for  had  he  not  seen 
Elsie's  own  grave  that  day  at  Orfordness  ? — 
Hugh  rushed  over  to  the  window  in  a  fever 
of  sudden  suspense  and  anxiety,  and  gazed 
across  the  street  to  the  exact  spot  where 
Winifred's  ghost-like  finger  pointed  eagerly 
to  some  person  or  thing  on  the  pavement 
opposite.  He  was  almost  too  late,  however, 
to  prove  her  wrong.  As  he  neared  the 
window,  he  caught  but  a  glimpse  of  a  grace- 
ful figure  in  light  ^alf-mourning — like  Elsie's, 
to  be  sure,  in  general  outline,  though  distinctly 
a  trifle  older  and  fuller — disappearing  in 
haste  round  the  corner  by  the  pharmacy. 
The  figure  gave  him  none  the  less  a  shock 
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of  surprise.     It  was  certainly  a  very  strange 
and  awkward  coincidence.    He  hadn't  been  in 
time  to  catch  the  face,  indeed,  as  Winifred  had 
done  ;  but  the  figure  alone,  the  figure  recalled 
every  trait  of  Elsie's.     How  singular,  after 
Winifred  had  come  to  San  Remo  with  this 
profound  belief  in  Elsie's  living  there,  that 
on  the  very  first  day  of  their   stay  in    the 
town  they  should  happen  to  light  by  pure 
accident  upon  a  person  so  closely  recalling 
Elsie !      Surely,   surely    the    stars    in    their 
courses  were  fighting  against  him.     Warren 
Relf  could  not  be  blamed  for  this.     It  was 
destiny,  destiny,  sheer  adverse  destiny.     Ac- 
cidental resemblances  and  horrid  coincidences 
were   falling   together   blindly  with   uncon- 
scious  cunning,  on  purpose,  as  it  were,  to 
spite  and  disconcert  him.    The  laws  of  chance 
were  setting  themselves  by  the  ears  for  his 
special  discomfiture.    No  ordinary  calculation 
could  account  for  this.     It  had  in  it  some- 
thing  almost   supernatural.     He  glanced  at 
Winifred.      She    stood   triumphant   there — 
triumphant  but  heart-broken — exulting  over 
his  defeat  with  one  dying  "  I  told  you  so," 
and  chuckling  out  inarticulately  in  her  thin 
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small  voice,  with  womanish  persistence : 
"  That's  she  !— that's  Klsie  !  " 

"  It's  very  like  her !  "  he  moaned  in  his 
agony. 

"  Yery  like  her !  "  Winifred  cried  with  a 
fresh  burst  of  unnatural  strength.  "  Yery 
like  her  ! — Oh,  Hugh,  I  despise  you !  I  tell 
you  I  saw  her  face  to  face  !     It's  Elsie — it's 

Elsie ! " 

A  picture  sometimes  darts  across  one's  eye 
for  a  brief  moment,  and  remains  vnguely 
photographed  for  a  space  on  the  retina,  but 
uninterpreted  by  the  brain,  till  it  grows,  as 
we  dwell  upon  it  mentally  afterwards,  ever 
clearer  and  clearer,  and  at  last  with  a  burst 
flashes  its  real  significance  fully  home  to  us 
in  a  flood  of  conviction.  As  Hugh  stood 
there,  absorbed,  by  the  half-open  window,  the 
picture  he  had  caught  of  that  slight  lithe 
figure  sweeping  round  the  corner  with  Elsie's 
well-known  gait  came  home  to  him  thus  with 
a  sudden  rush  of  indubitable  certainty.  He 
no  longer  hesitated.  He  saw  it  was  so.  He 
knew  her  now  !     It  was  Elsie,  Elsie  ! 

His  brain  reeled  and  whirled  with  the  un- 
expected shock;   the  universe  turned  round 
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on  him  as  on  a  pivot.  "  Winifred,"  he  cried, 
''  you're  right !  you're  right !  There  can't 
be  anybody  else  on  earth  so  like  her  !  I  don't 
know  how  she's  come  back  to  life !  She's 
dead  and  buried  at  Orfordness !  It's  a 
miracle  !  a  miracle  !  But  that's  she  that  we 
saw !  I  can't  deny  it.  That's  she  ! — that's 
Elsie !  " 

His  hat  lay  thrown  down  on  the  table  by 
his  side.  He  snatched  it  up  in  his  eager 
haste  to  follow  and  track  down  this  mysterious 
resemblance.  He  couldn't  let  Elsie's  double, 
her  bodily  simulacrum,  walk  down  the  street 
unnoticed  and  unquestioned.  A  profound 
horror  possessed  his  soul.  A.  doubter  by 
nature,  he  seemed  to  feel  the  solid  earth 
failing  beneath  his  feet.  He  had  never  before 
in  all  his  life  drawn  so  perilously  close  to 
the  very  verge  and  margin  of  the  unseen 
universe.  It  was  Elsie  herself,  or  else — the 
grave  had  yielded  up  its  shadowy  occupant. 

He  rushed  to  the  door,  on  fire  with  his 
sense  of  mystery  and  astonishment.  A  loud 
laugh  by  his  side  held  him  back  as  he  went. 
He  turned  round.  It  was  Winifred,  laughing, 
choking,  exultant,  hysterical.     She  had  flung 
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herself  down  on  the  sofa  now,  and  was  catch- 
ing her  breath  in  spasmodic  bursts  with  un- 
natural merriment.  That  was  the  awful  kind 
of  laughter  that  bodes  no  good  to  those  who 
laugh  it — hollow,  horrible,  mocking,  delusive. 
Hugh  saw  at  a  glance  she  was  dangerously 
ill.  Her  mirth  was  the  mirth  of  mania,  and 
worse.  With  a  burning  soul  and  a  chafing 
heart,  he  turnod  back,  as  in  duty  bound,  to 
her  side  again.  He  must  leave  Elsie's  wraith 
to  walk  by  itself,  unexplained  and  uninvesti- 
gated, its  ghostly  way  down  the  streets  of 
San  Eemo.  He  had  more  than  enough  to  do 
at  home.  Winifred  was  dying ! — dying  of 
laughter. 

And  yet  her  laugh  seemed  almost  hilarious. 
In  spite  of  all,  it  had  a  ghastly  ring  of  victory 
and  boisterous  joy  in  it.  "  Oh,  Hugh,"  she 
cried,  with  little  choking  chuckles,  in  the 
brief  intervals  of  her  spasmodic  peals,  "  you're 
too  absurd  !  You'll  kill  me  !  you'll  kill  me  ! 
— I  can't  help  laughing  ;  it's  so  ridiculous. — 
You  tell  me  one  minute,  with  solemn  oaths 
and  ingenious  lies,  you've  seen  her  grave — 
you  know  she's  dead  and  buried :  you  pull 
long  faces  till  you  almost  force  me  to  believe 
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you — you  positively  cry  and  moan  and  groan 
over  her — and  tlien  tlie  next  second,  when 
she  passes  the  window  before  my  very  eyes, 
alive  and  well,  and  in  lier  right  mind,  you 
seize  your  hat,  you  want  to  rush  out  and  find 
her  and  embrace  her — here,  this  ment, 
right  under  my  face — and  leave  me  alone  to 
die  by  myself,  without  one  soul  on  earth  to 
wait  upon  me  or  help  me !  "  Her  emotion 
supplied  her  with  words  and  images  above 
her  own  level. — "It's  just  grotesque,"  she 
went  on  after  a  pause.  "  It's  inhuman  in  its 
absurdity.  Wicked  as  you  are,  and  shame- 
less as  you  are,  it's  impossible  for  any  one  to 
take  you  seriously. — You're  the  living  em- 
bodiment of  a  little,  inconsequent,  meddling, 
muddling,  mischief-making  medieval  demon. 
You're  a  burlesque  Mephistophiles.  You've 
got  no  soul,  and  you've  got  no  feelings.  But 
you  make  me  laugh  !  Oh,  you  make  me 
laugh  !  You've  broken  my  heart ;  but  you'll 
be  the  death  of  me. — Puck  and  Don  Juan 
rolled  into  one  !  — '  Elsie's  dead !  —  Why, 
there's  dear  Elsie ! ' — It's  too  incongruous ; 
it's  too  ridiculous."  And  she  exploded  once 
more  in  a  hideous  semblance  of  laughter. 
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Hugh  gazed  at  her  blankly,  sobered  with 
alarm.  Was  she  going  mad  ?  or  was  he  mad 
himself? — that  he  should  see  visions,  and 
meet  dead  Elsie!  Could  it  really  be  Elsie? 
He  had  heard  strange  stories  of  appearances 
and  second-sight,  such  as  mystics  among  us 
love  to  dwell  upon ;  and  in  all  of  them  the 
appearances  were  closely  connected  with 
death-bed  scenes.  Could  any  truth  lurk, 
after  all,  in  those  discredited  tales  of  wraiths 
and  visions  ?  Could  Elsie's  ghost  have  come 
from  the  grave  to  prepare  him  betimes  for 
Winifred's  funeral  ?  Or  did  Winifred's  dying 
mind,  by  some  strange  alchemy,  project,  as  it 
were,  an  image  of  Elsie,  who  filled  her  soul, 
on  to  his  own  eye  and  brain,  as  he  sat  there 
beside  her  ? 

He  brushed  away  these  metaphysical  cob- 
webs with  a  dash  of  his  hand.  Fool  that  he 
was  to  be  led  away  thus  by  a  mere  accidental 
coincidence  or  resemblance  ?  He  was  tired 
with  sleeplessness ;  emotion  had  unmanned 
him. 

Winifred's  laugh  dissolved  itself  into  tears. 
She  broke  down  now,  hysterically,  utterly. 
She  sobbed  and  moaned  in  agony  on  the  sofa. 


anoBT  on  woman*  a 

Deep  siglis  and  loud  laughter  alternated 
horribly  in  her  storm  of  emotion.  The  worst 
had  come.  She  was  dangerously  ill.  Hugh 
feared  in  his  heart  she  was  on  the  point  of 
(lying. 

'^  Go  ! "  she  burst  out,  in  one  spasmodic 
effort,  thrusting  him  away  from  her  side 
with  the  palm  of  her  open  hand.  ''  I  don't 
want  you  here.  Go — go — to  Elsie  !  I  can 
die  now.  I've  found  you  all  out.  You're 
both  of  you  alike ;  you've  both  of  you 
deceived  me." 

Hugh  rang  the  bell  wildly  for  the  Swiss 
waiter.  "Send  the  chambermaid!"  he  cried  in 
his  broken  Italian.  "The  patroness!  A  lady! 
The  signora  is  ill.  No  time  to  be  lost.  I  must 
run  at  once  and  find  the  English  doctor." 

When  Winifred  looked  around  her  again, 
she  found  two  or  three  strange  faces  crowded 
beside  the  bed  on  which  they  had  laid  her, 
and  a  fresh  young  Italian  girl,  the  landlady's 
daughter,  holding  her  head  and  bathing  her 
brows  with  that  universal  specific,  orange- 
flower  water.  The  faint  perfume  revived 
her  a  little.  The  landlady's  daughter  was 
a   comely  girl,  with  sympathetic  eyes,  and 
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she  smiled  the  winsome  Itah'an  smile  as  the 
poor  pale  child  opened  her  lids  and  looked 
vaguely  up  at  her.  "  Don't  cry,  signorina," 
she  said  soothingly.  Then  her  glance  fell, 
woman-like,  upon  the  plain  gold  ring  on 
Winified's  thin  and  wasted  fourth  finger,  and 
she  corrected  herself  half  unconsciously  : 
"Don't  cry,  signora.  Your  husband  will 
soon  be  back  by  your  side :  he's  gone  to 
fetch  the  English  doctor." 

"  I  don't  want  him,"  Winifred  cried,  with 
intense  yearning  in  her  boarding-school 
French,  for  she  knew  barely  enough  Italian 
to  understand  her  new  little  friend.  "  I 
don't  want  my  husband  ;  I  want  Elsie.  Keep 
him  away  from  me — keep  him  away,  I  pray. 
— Hold  my  hand  yourself,  and  send  away  my 
husband  !  Je  ne  I'aime  pas,  cet  hommela  !  " 
And  she  burst  once  more  into  a  discordant 
peal  of  hysterical  laughter. 

"  The  poor  signora  !  "  the  girl  murmured, 
with  wide  open  eyes,  to  the  others  around. 
**  Her  husband  is  cruel.  Ah,  wicked  wretch  ! 
Hear  what  she  says  !  She  says  she  doesn't 
want  any  more  to  see  him.  She  wants  her 
sister !  " 
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As  she  spoke,  a  white  face  appeared  sud- 
denly at  the  door — a  bearded  man's  face, 
silent  and  sympathetic.  Warren  Relf  had 
heard  the  commotion  downstairs,  from  his 
room  above,  and  had  seen  Massinger  rush 
in  hot  haste  for  the  doctor.  He  had  come 
down  now  with  eager  inquiry  for  poor 
wasted  Winifred,  whose  face  and  figure 
had  impressed  him  much  as  he  saw  her 
borne  out  by  the  porters  at  the  railway 
station. 

"  Is  the  signora  very  ill  ?  "  he  asked  in  a 
low  voice  of  the  nearest  woman.  "  She 
speaks  no  Italian,  I  fear.  Can  I  be  of  any 
use  to  her  ?  " 

"  Ecco  !  'tis  Signer  Relf,  the  English 
artist !  "  the  woman  cried,  in  surprise ;  for 
all  San  Remo  knew  Warren  well  as  an  old 
inhabitant. — "  Come  in,  signer,"  she  con- 
tinued, with  Italian  frankness — for  bedrooms 
in  Italy  are  less  sacred  tban  in  England. 
"  You  know  the  signora  ?  She  is  ill — very 
ill  :  she  is  faint — she  is  dying." 

At  the  name,  Winifred  turned  her  eyes 
lauQ-uidlv  to  the  door,  and  raised  herself,  still 
dressed  in  her  travelling  dress,  on  her  elbows 
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on  the  bed.  She  yearned  for  sympathy.  If 
only  she  could  fling  herself  on  Elsie's  shoulder  ! 
Elsie,  who  had  wronged  her,  would  at  least 
pity  her.  "  Mr.  Relf,"  she  cried,  too  weak  to 
be  surprised,  but  glad  to  welcome  a  fellow- 
countryman  and  acquaintance  among  so  many 
strangers — and  with  Hugh  himself  worse 
than  a  stranger — "  I'm  going  to  die.  But  I 
want  to  speak  to  you.  You  know  the  truth. 
Tell  me  about  Elsie.  Why  did  Elsie  Chal- 
loner  deceive  me  ?  " 

"  Deceive  you  !  "  Warren  answered,  draw- 
ing nearer  in  his  horror.  "  She  didn't  de- 
ceive you.  She  couldn't  deceive  you.  She 
only  wished  to  spare  your  heart  from  suffering 
all  her  own  heart  had  suffered.  Elsie  could 
never  deceive  any  one  !  " 

"  But  why  did  she  write  to  say  she  was  in 
Australia,  when  she  was  really  living  here 
in  San  Remo?"  Winifred  asked  piteously. 
*'  And  why  did  she  keep  up  a  correspondence 
with  my  husband  !  " 

"  Write  she  was  in  Australia  !  She  never 
wrote,"  Warren  cried  in  haste,  seizing  the 
poor  dying  girl's  thin  hand  in  his.— "  Mrs. 
Massinger,  this  is  no  time  to  conceal  any- 
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tiling.  I  dare  not  speak  to  you  against  your 
husband,  but  still " 

"  I  hate  him  !  "  "Winifred  gasped  out,  with 
concentrated  loathing.  "  He  has  done  nothing 
since  I  knew  him  but  lie  to  me  and  deceive 
me.  Don't  mind  speaking  ill  of  him ;  I 
don't  object  to  that.  "What  kills  me  is  that 
Elsie  has  helped  him !  Elsie  has  helped 
him !  " 

"  Elsie  has  not,"  W^arren  answered,  lifting 
up  her  white  little  hand  to  his  lips  and 
kissing  it  respectfully.  "  Elsie  and  I  are 
very  close  friends.  Elsie  has  always  loved 
you  dearly.  If  she's  hidden  anything  from 
you,  she  hid  it  for  your  own  sake  alone. — It 
was  Hugh  Massinger  w^ho  forged  those  letters. 
— I  can't  let  you  die  thinking  ill  of  Elsie. 
Elsie  has  never,  never  written  to  him. — I 
know  it  all. — I'll  tell  you  the  truth.  Your 
husband  thought  she  was  drowned  at  White- 
strand  ! " 

"  Then  Hugh  doesn't  know  she's  living 
here  ?  "  Winifred  cried  eagerly. 

Warren  Relf  hardly  knew  how  to  answer 
her  in  this  unexpected  crisis.  It  was  a 
terrible  moment.     He  couldn't  expose  Elsie 
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to  the  chance  of  meeting  Hugh  face  to  face. 
The  shock  and  strain,  he  knew,  would  be 
hard  for  her  to  bear.  But,  on  the  other  hand, 
he  couldn't  let  that  poor  broken-hearted  little 
woman  die  with  this  fearful  load  of  misery 
unlightened  on  her  bosom.  The  truth  was 
best.  The  truth  is  always  safest.  "  Hugh 
doesn't  know  she's  living  here/'  he  answered 
slowly.  "  But  if  I  could  only  be  sure  that 
Hugh  and  she  would  not  meet,  I'd  bring  her 
round,  before  she  leaves  San  Remo,  this  very 
day,  and  let  you  hear  from  her  own  lips, 
beyond  dispute,  her  true  story." 

Winifred  clenched  her  thin  hands  hard 
and  tight.  "  He  shall  never  enter  this  room 
again,"  she  whispered  hoarsely,  "  till  he 
enters  it  to  see  me  laid  out  for  burial." 

Warren  Eelf  drew  back,  horrified  at  her 
unnatural  sternness.  "  Oh  no,"  he  cried. 
"  Mrs.  Massinger — you  don't  mean  that : 
remember,  he's  your  husband." 

"  He  never  was  my  husband,"  Winifred 
answered  with  a  fresh  burst  of  her  feverish 
energy.  "He  was  Elsie's  husband — Elsie's 
at  heart.  He  loved  Elsie.  He  never  married 
I  lie  myself  at  all ;  he  married  only  the  manor 
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of  Whitestrand. — He  shall  never  come  near 
me  aG:ain  while  I  live. — I  shall  hold  him  off. 
I'm  a  weak  woman ;  but  I've  strength  enough 
and  will  enough  left  for  that. — I  shall  keep 
him  at  arm's-length  as  long  as  I  live. — Don't 
be  afraid.  Bring  Elsie  here  ;  I  want  to  see 
her.  I  should  die  happy  if  only  I  knew 
that  Elsie  hadn't  helped  that  man  to  deceive 
me. 

Meanwhile,  Hugh  Massinger  was  hurrying 
along  on  his  way  to  the  English  doctor's, 
saying  to  himself  a  thousand  times  over  :  ''  I 
don't  care  how  much  she  thinks  ill  of  me  ; 
but  I  can't  endure  she  should  die  thinking  ill 
of  poor  dead  Elsie.  If  only  I  could  make 
her  believe  me  in  that.  If  only  she  knew 
that  Elsie  was  true  to  her,  that  poor  dead 
Elsie  had  never  deceived  her !  "  He  had  so 
much  of  chivalry,  so  much  of  earnestness,  so 
much  of  devotion,  still  left  in  him.  But  he 
thought  most  of  poor  dead  Elsie,  not  at  all  of 
poor  deceived  and  dying  Winifred.  For  he 
no  longer  believed  it  was  really  Elsie  he  had 
seen  in  the  street :  the  delusion  had  come 
and  gone  in  a  flash.  How  could  it  be  Elsie  ? 
Such    sights    are    impossible.      He   was   no 
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dreamer  of  dreams  or  seer  of  visions.  Elsie 
was  dead  and  buried  at  Orfordness,  and  tin's 
otiier  figure — was  only,  after  all,  very,  very 
like  her. 
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The  time  to  stand  upon  trifles  was  past.  Let 
him  run  the  risk  of  meeting  Massinger  by 
the  way  or  not,  Warren  Relf  must  needs  go 
round  and  fetch  Elsie  to  comfort  and  console 
poor  dying  Winifred.  He  hastened  away  at 
the  top  of  his  speed  to  the  Yilla  Rossa.  At 
the  door,  both  girls  together  met  him.  Elsie 
had  just  returned,  basket  in  hand,  from  the 
Avenue  Yittorio-Emmanuele,  and  had  learnt 
from  Edie  so  much  of  the  contents  of 
Warren's  hasty  letter  as  had  been  intended 
from  the  first  for  her  edification. 

Warren  hadn't  meant  to  let  Elsie  know 
that  Hugh  and  Winifred  had  come  to  San 
Remo  ;  or,  at  any  rate,  not  immediately.  He 
wished  rather  to  break  it  by  gradual  stages, 
and  to  prepare  her  mind  as  quietly  as  possible 
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for  a  hastv  return  home  to  England.  But 
the  sight  of  poor  Winifred's  dying  misery 
and  distress  had  put  all  that  on  a  different 
footing.  Even  though  it  cost  Elsie  a  bitter 
wrench,  he  must  take  her  round  at  all  costs 
to  see  Winifred.  He  kissed  his  sister,  a 
mechanical  kiss ;  then  he  turned  round,  and, 
lialf  by  accident,  half  by  design,  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life  he  kissed  Elsie  too,  like  one 
who  hardly  knows  he  does  it.  Elsie  drew 
back,  a  trifle  surprised,  but  did  not  resent 
the  unexpected  freedom.  After  all,  one  may 
always  kiss  one's  brother ;  and  she  and 
Warren  were  brother  and  sister. — Did  it  run 
in  the  family,  perad venture,  that  false  logic 
of  love?  Was  Elsie  now  deceiving  herself 
Avith  the  self-same  plea  as  that  with  which 
Hugh  had  once  in  his  turn  deceived  her  ? 

Warren  drew  her  aside  gently  into  the 
tiny  salon,  and  motioned  to  Edie  not  to  follow 
tliem.  Elsie's  heart  beat  high  with  wonder. 
She  was  aware  how  much  it  made  her  pulse 
<][uicken  to  see  Warren  again — with  some- 
thing more  than  the  mere  fraternal  greeting 
she  pretended.  Her  little  self-deception  broke 
down  at  last :  she  knew  she  loved  him — in 
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an   unpractical   way ;    and   she   was   almost 
sorry  she  could  never,  never  make  him  happy. 

But  Warren's  grave  face  bade  her  heart 
stand  still  for  a  beat  or  two  next  moment. 
He  had  clearly  something  most  serious  to 
communicate — something  that  he  knew  would 
profoundly  distress  her.  A  womanly  alarm 
came  over  her  with  a  vague  surmise.     Could 

Warren  be  going  to  tell  her Oh,  no! 

Impossible.     She  knew  dear  Warren  too  well 
for  that ;  he  at  least  could  never  be  cruel. 

If  Warren  was  going  to  tell  her  that,  her 
faith  in  her  kind  would  die  out  for  ever. 
And  then,  she  almost  smiled  to  herself  at  her 
own  frank  and  feminine  inconsistency.  She, 
who  could  never  love  again ! — she,  who  had 
always  scrupulously  told  him  she  cared  for 
him  only  as  a  sister  for  a  brother ! — she,  who 
wanted  him  to  marry  *'  some  nice  girl,  who 
would  make  him  happy."  She  recognized 
now  that  if  that  "  nice  girl "  had  in  reality 
floated  across  Warren  Relf  s  spiritual  horizon, 
her  life  would  again  be  left  unto  her  desolate. 
It  flashed  across  her  mind  with  vivid  distinct- 
ness, in  that  moment  of  painful  doubt  and 
uncertainty,  that  after  all  she   really  loved 
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liim  ! — beyond  shadow  of  question,  she  really 
loved  him ! 

"  Well,  Warren  ?  "  she  asked  with  tremulous 
eagerness,  drawing  closer  up  to  him  in  her 
sweet  womanly  confidence,  and  gazing  into 
his  eyes,  half  afraid,  half  affectionate.  How 
could  she  ever  have  doubted  him,  were  it 
only  for  a  second  ? 

"  Elsie,"  Warren  cried,  laying  liis  hand 
with  unspoken  tenderness  on  her  shapely 
shoulder,  "  I  want  you  to  come  round  at  once 
to  the  pension  on  the  piazza. — It's  better  to 
tell  it  all  out  at  once.  Winifred  Massinger's 
come  to  San  Remo,  very  ill — dying,  I  fear. 
She  knows  you're  here,  and  she's  asked  to 
see  you." 

Elsie's  face  grew  red  and  then  white  for 
a  moment,  and  she  trembled  visibly.  "  Is  he 
there?"  she  asked,  after  a  short  pause. 
Then,  with  a  sudden  burst  of  uncontrollable 
tears,  she  buried  her  face  in  her  hands  on 
the  table, 

Warren  soothed  her  with  his  hand  tenderly, 
and  leaning  over  her,  told  her,  in  haste  and 
in  a  very  low  voice,  the  whole  sad  story. 
"  I  don't  think  he'll  be  there,"  he  added  at 
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the  end.  "  Mrs.  Massinger  said  she  wouldn't 
allow  him  to  enter  the  room.  But  in  any 
case — for  that  poor  girl's  sake — you  won't 
refuse  to  go  to  her  now,  will  you,  Elsie  ?  " 

*'  No,"  Elsie  answered,  rising  calmly  with 
womanly  dignity,  to  face  it  all  out.  "  I  7nust 
go.  It  would  be  cruel  and  wicked  of  course 
to  shirk  it.  For  Winifred's  sake,  I'll  go  in 
any   case. — But  Warren,   before   I   dare    to 

go "     She  broke  off  suddenly,  and  with 

a  woman's  impulse  held  up  her  pale  face  to 
him  in  mute  submission. 

A  thrill  coursed  through  Warren  Relf  s 
nerves  ;  he  stooped  down  and  pressed  his  lips 
fervently  to  hers.  "  Before  you  go,  you  are 
mine  then,  Elsie !  "  he  cried  eagerly. 

Elsie   pressed   his  hand   faintly  in   reply. 

"I  am  yours,  Warren,"  she  answered  at 
last  very  low,  after  a  short  pause.  "  But  I 
can't  be  yours  as  you  wish  it  for  a  long  time 
yet.  No  matter  why.  I  shall  be  yours  in 
heart. — I  couldn't  have  gone  on  any  other 
terms.  And  with  that,  I  think,  I  can  go  and 
face  it." 

At  the  pension  Hugh  had  already  brought 
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the  English  doctor,  who  went  in  alone  to  look 
after  Winifred.  Hugh  had  tried  to  accom- 
pany liiin  into  the  bedroom;  but  Winifred, 
true  to  her  terrible  threat,  lifted  one  stern 
forefinger  before  his  swimming  eyes  and 
cried  out  "  Never ! "  in  a  voice  so  doggedly 
determined  that  Hugh  slank  away  abashed 
into  the  anteroom. 

The  English  doctor  stopped  for  several 
iin'nutes  in  consultation,  and  Winifred  spoke 
to  him,  simply  and  unreservedly,  about  her 
husband.  '*  Send  that  man  away  !  "  she  cried, 
pointing  to  Hugh,  as  he  stood  still  peering 
across  from  the  gloom  of  the  doorway.  "  I 
won't  have  him  in  here  to  see  me  die  !  I 
won't  have  him  in  here  !  It  makes  me  worse 
to  see  him  about  the  place.  I  hate  him  ! — 
I  hate  him  !  " 

**  You'd  better  go"  the  doctor  whispered 
softly,  looking  him  hard  in  the  face  with  his 
inquiring  eyes.  "  She's  in  a  very  excited, 
hysterical  condition.  She's  best  alone,  with 
only  the  women. — A  husband's  presence  often 
does  more  harm  than  good  in  such  nervous 
crises.  Nobody  should  be  near  to  increase 
her  excitement. — Have  the  kindness  to  shut 
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the  door,  if  you  please.  You  needn't  come 
back  for  the  present,  thank  you." 

And  then  Winfred  unburdened  once  more 
lier  poor  laden  soul  in  convulsive  sobs.  "  I 
want  to  see  Elsie !     I  want  to  see  Elsie  !  " 

"  Miss  Challoner  ?  "  the  doctor  asked  sug- 
gestively. He  knew  her  well  as  the  tenderest 
and  best  of  amateur  nurses. 

Winifred  explained  to  him  with  broken 
little  cries  and  eager  words  that  she  wished 
to  see  Elsie  in  Hugh's  absence. 

At  the  end  of  five  minutes'  soothing  talk, 
the  doctor  read  it  all  to  the  very  bottom  with 
professional  acuteness.  The  poor  girl  was 
dying.  Her  husband  and  she  had  never  got 
on.  She  hungered  and  thirsted  for  human 
sympathy.  Why  not  gratify  her  yearning 
little  soul  ?  He  stepped  back  into  the  bare 
and  dingily  lighted  sitting-room.  "  I  think," 
he  said  persuasively  to  Hugh,  with  authorita- 
tive suggestion,  "  your  wife  would  be  all  the 
better  in  the  end  if  she  were  left  entirely 
alone  wilh  the  womenkind  for  a  little.  Your 
presence  here  evidently  disturbs  and  excites 
her.  Her  condition's  critical,  distinctly  critical. 
1   won't   conceal  it   from   you.     She's   over- 


02  THIS  MORTAL    COIL. 

fatigued  with  the  journey  and  with  mentiil 
exhaustion.  The  slightest  aggravation  of  the 
Jjysterical  symptoms  might  carry  her  off  at 
any  moment.  If  I  were  you,  I'll  stroll  out 
for  an  hour.  Lounge  along  by  the  shore  or 
up  the  hills  a  bit.  I'll  stop  and  look  after 
her.  She's  quieter  now.  You  needn't  come 
back  for  at  least  an  hour." 

Hugh  knew  in  his  heart  it  was  best  so. 
Winifred  hated  him,  not  without  cause.  He 
took  up  his  hat,  crushed  it  fiercely  on  his 
head,  and  strolling  down  by  himself  to  the 
water's  edge,  sat  in  the  listless  calm  of  utter 
despair  on  a  bare  bench  in  the  cool  fresh  air 
of  an  Italian  evening.  He  thought  in  a 
hopeless,  helpless,  irresponsible  way  about 
poor  dead  Elsie  and  poor  dying  Winifred. 

Five  minutes  after  Hugh  had  left  the 
pension,  Warren  Eelf  and  Elsie  mounted  the 
big  centre  staircase  and  knocked  at  the  door 
of  Winifred's  bare  and  dingy  salon.  The 
patron  had  already  informed  them  that  the 
signor  was  gone  out,  and  that  the  signora 
was  up  in  her  room  alone  with  the  women  of 
the  hotel  and  the  English  doctor. 
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"Warren  Relf  remained  by  himself  in  the 
anteroom.  Elsie  went  in  imannounced  to 
Winifred. 

Oh,  the  joy  and  relief  of  that  final  meeting ! 
The  poor  dying  girl  rose  up  on  the  bed  with  a 
bound  to  greet  her.  A  sudden  flush  crimsoned 
her  sunken  cheeks.  As  her  eyes  rested  once 
more  upon  Elsie's  face — that  earnest,  serious, 
beautiful  face  she  had  loved  and  trusted — 
every  shadow  of  fear  and  misery  faded  from 
her  look,  and  she  cried  aloud  in  a  fever  of 
delight :  "  Oh,  Elsie,  Elsie,  I'm  glad  you've 
come.  I'm  glad  to  hold  your  hand  in  mine 
again  ;  now  I  can  die  happy  I " 

Elsie  saw  at  a  glance  that  she  spoke  the 
truth.  That  bright  red  spot  in  the  centre  of 
each  wan  and  pallid  cheek  told  its  own  sad 
tale  with  unmistakable  eloquence.  She  flung 
her  arms  fervently  round  her  feeble  little 
friend.  "  Winnie,  Winnie  ! '  she  cried — "  my 
own  sweet  Winnie  !  Why  didn't  you  let  me 
know  before  ?  If  I'd  thought  you  were  like 
this,  I'd  have  come  to  you  long  ago  !  " 

*'  Then  you  love  me  still  ? "  Winifred 
murmured  low,  clinging  tight  and  hard  to 
her  recovered  friend  with  a  feverish  longing. 
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"I've  always  loved  you;  I  shall  always 
love  you,"  Elsie  answered  slowly.  "  My 
love  doesn't  come  and  go,  AVinnie.  If  I 
hadn't  loved  you  more  than  I  can  say,  I'd 
have  come  long  since.  It  was  for  your  own 
sake  I  kept  so  long  away  from  you." 

The  Enoflish  doctor  rose  with  a  si^rn  from 
the  chair  by  the  bedside  and  motioned  the 
women  out  of  the  room. — "  We'll  leave  you 
alone,"  he  said  in  a  quiet  voice  to  Elsie. — 
"  Don't  excite  her  too  much,  if  you  please, 
Miss  Challoner.  But  I  know  I  can  trust 
you.  I  leave  her  in  the  very  best  of  hands. 
You  can  only  be  soothing  and  restful  any- 
where." 

The  doctor's  confidence  was  perhaps  ill- 
advised.  As  soon  as  those  two  were  left  by 
themselves — the  two  women  who  had  loved 
Hugh  Massinger  best  in  the  world  and  whom 
Hugh  Massinger  had  so  deeply  wronged  and 
so  cruelly  injured,  they  fell  upon  one  another's 
necks  with  a  great  cry,  and  wept,  and  caressed 
one  another  long  in  silence.  Then  Winifred, 
leaning  back  in  fatigue,  said  with  a  sudden 
burst :  "  Oh,  Elsie,  Elsie !  I  can't  die  now 
without  confessing  it,  all  every  word  to  you  : 
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once,  do  vou  know — more  than  once  I  dis- 
trusted  you  !  " 

'*  1  know,  my  darling,"  Elsie  answered  with 
a  tearful  smile,  kissing  her  pale  white  fingers 
many  times  tenderly.  '*  I  know,  I  under- 
stand. You  couldn't  help  it.  You  needn't 
explain.     It  was  no  wonder." 

Winifred  gazed  at  her  transparent  eyes 
and  truthful  face.  No  one  who  saw  them 
could  ever  distrust  them,  at  least  while  he 
looked  at  them.  "  Elsie,"  she  said,  gripping 
her  tight  in  her  grasp — the  one  being  on 
earth  who  could  truly  sympathize  with  her — 
"  I'll  tell  you  why  :  he  kept  your  letters  all  in 
a  box^your  letters  and  the  little  gold  watch 
he  gave  you." 

"  No,  not  the  watch,  darling,"  Elsie 
answered,  starting  back. — ''  Winnie,  I'll  tell 
you  what  I  did  with  that  watch  :  I  threw  it 
into  the  sea  off  the  pier  at  Lowestoft." 

A  light  broke  suddenly  over  Winifred's 
mind  *,  she  knew  now  Hugh  had  told  her  the 
truth  for  once.  **  He  picked  it  up  at  Orford- 
ness,"  she  mused  simply.  "  It  was  carried 
there  by  the  tide  with  a  woman's  body — a 
body  that  he  took  for  yours,  Elsie." 
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*'  He  doesn't  know  I'm  alive  even  now, 
dearest,"  Elsie  whispered  by  her  side.  "  I 
hope  while  I  live  he  may  never  know  it ; 
though  I  don't  know  now  how  we're  to  keep 
it  from  him,  I  confess,  much  longer." 

Then  Winifred,  emboldened  by  Elsie's  hand, 
poured  out  her  full  grief  in  her  friend's  ear, 
and  told  Elsie  the  tale  of  her  long,  long 
sorrow.  Elsie  listened  with  a  burning  cheek. 
"  If  only  I'd  known !  "  she  cried  at  last.  "  If 
onlv  rd  known  all  this  ever  so  much  sooner  ! 
But  I  didn't  want  to  come  between  you  two. 
I  thought  perhaps  I  would  spoil  all :  I  fancied 
you  were  happy  with  one  another." 

"  And  after  I'm  dead,  Elsie,  will  you — see 
him  ?" 

Elsie  started.  **  Never,  darling,"  she  cried. 
"  Never,  never  I " 

"Then  you  don't  love  him  any  longer, 
dear  ?  " 

"Love  him?  Oh  no!  That's  all  dead 
and  buried  long  ago.  I  mourned  too  many 
months  for  my  dead  love,  Winifred ;  but  after 
the  way  Hugh  has  treated  you — how  could  I 
love  him?  how  could  I  help  feeling  harshly 
towards  him  ?  " 
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Winifred  pressed  her  friend  in  her  arms 
harder  than  ever.  "Oh,  Elsie!"  she  cried, 
"  I  love  you  better  than  anybody  else  in  the 
whole  world.  I  wish  I'd  had  you  always 
with  me.  If  you'd  been  near,  I  might  have 
been  happier.  How  on  earth  could  I  ever 
have  ventured  to  mistrust  you  !  " 

They  talked  long  and  low  in  their  con- 
fidences to  one  another,  each  pouring  out  her 
whole  arrears  of  time,  and  each  understanding 
for  the  first  moment  many  things  that  had 
long  been  strangely  obscure  to  them.  At 
last  Winifred  repeated  the  tale  of  her  two 
or  three  late  stormy  interviews  with  her 
husband.  She  told  them  truthfully,  just  as 
they  occurred — extenuating  nothing  on  either 
side — down  to  the  very  words  she  had  used 
to  Hugh :  "  You've  tried  to  murder  me  by 
slow  torture,  that  you  might  marry  Elsie : " 
and  that  other  terrible  sentence  she  had 
spoken  out  that  very  evening  to  Warren : 
"  He  shall  not  enter  this  room  again  till  he 
enters  it  to  see  me  laid  out  for  burial." 

Elsie  shuddered  with  unspeakable  awe  and 
horror  when  that  frail  young  girl,  so  delicate 
of  mould  and   so  graceful  of  feature  even 
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still,  uttered  those  awful  words  of  vindictive 
rancour  against  the  man  she  had  pledged  her 
troth  to  love  and  to  honour.  "  Oh,  Winifred ! " 
she  cried,  looking  down  at  her  with  mingled 
pity  and  terror  traced  in  every  line  of  her 
compassionate  face,  "  you  didn't  say  that ! 
You  could  never  have  meant  it !  " 

Winifred  clenched  her  white  hands  yet 
harder  once  more.  "  Yes,  I  did,"  she  cried. 
"  I  meant  it,  and  I  mean  it.  He's  hounded 
me  to  death ;  and  now  that  I'm  dying,  he 
shan't  gloat  over  me  !  " 

"  Winnie,  Winnie,  he's  your  husband,  your 
husband!  Remember  what  you  promised 
to  do  when  you  married  him." 

"  That's  just  what  Mr.  Relf  said  to  me  this 
afternoon,"  Winifred  cried  excitedly.  "  And 
I  answered  him  back :  He  never  was  a 
husband  of  mine  at  all.  He  was  Elsie's 
husband.  He  loved  Elsie.  He  never  married 
me :  he  only  married  the  manor  of  White- 
strand.  He  shan't  come  near  me  again  while 
I  live.  I  only  want  to  know  before  I  die  that 
Elsie  never  helped  that  wretch  to  deceive  me!" 

**  And  you  know  that  fiow,  darling  !  " 

"Elsie,  Elsie,  I  know  it!     Forgive  me." 
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She  stretched  out  her  arms  with  an  appealing 
glance. 

Elsie  stooped  down  and  kissed  her  once 
more.  *'  Winnie,"  she  pleaded  in  a  low  soft 
voice,  "he's  your  husband,  after  all.  Don't 
feel  so  bitterly  to  him.  I  know  he's  wronged 
you  ;  I  know  he's  blighted  your  dear  life  for 
you ;  I  can  see  how  he's  crushed  your  very 
soul  out  by  his  coldness  and  his  cruelty,  and 
his  pride  and  his  sternness.  But  for  all  that, 
I  can't  bear  to  hear  you  say  you'll  die  in 
anger — die,  and  leave  him  behind  unforgiven. 
Oh,  for  my  sake,  and  for  your  own  sake, 
Winnie,  if  not  for  his — do  see  him  and  speak 
to  bira,  just  once,  forgivingly." 

"  Never  !  "  Winifred  answered,  starting  up 
on  the  bed  once  more  with  a  ghastly  energy. 
"  He's  driven  me  to  the  grave  :  let  him  have 
his  punishment." 

Elsie  drew  back,  more  horrified  than  ever. 
Her  face  spoke  better  than  her  words  to 
Winifred.  "  My  darling,"  she  cried,  "  you 
mitst  see  him.  You  must  never  die  and  leave 
him  so."  Then  in  a  gentler  voice  she  added 
imploringly :  "  Forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as 
WQ  forgive  them  that  trespass  against  us." 
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Winifred  buried  her  face  wildly  in  her 
bloodless  hands.  "  I  can't,"  she  moaned  out ; 
**  I  haven't  the  power.  It's  too  late  now. 
He's  been  too  cruel  to  me." 

For  many  minutes  together,  Elsie  bent 
tenderly  over  her,  whispering  words  of  con- 
solation and  comfort  in  her  ears,  while 
Winifred  listened  and  cried  silently.  At  last, 
after  Elsie  had  soothed  her  long,  and  wept 
over  her  much  with  soft  loving  touches, 
Winifred  looked  up  in  her  face  with  a  wistful 
gaze.  "  I  think,  Elsie,"  she  said  slowly,  "  I 
could  bear  to  see  him,  if  you  would  stop  with 
me  here  and  help  me." 

Elsie  shrank  into  herself  with  a  sudden 
horror.  That  would  be  a  crucial  trial,  indeed, 
of  her  own  forgiveness  for  the  man  who  had 
wronged  her,  and  her  own  affection  for  poor 
dying  Winifred.  Meet  Hugh  again,  so  pain- 
fully, so  unexpectedly!  Come  back  to  him 
at  once,  from  the  tomb,  as  it  were,  to  remind 
him  of  his  crime,  and  before  Winifred's  eyes 
— poor  d^/ing  Winifred's !  The  very  idea 
made  her  shudder  with  alarm.  "  Oh,  Winnie," 
she  cried,  looking  down  upon  her  friend  with 
her  great  gray  eyes,  **I  couldn't  face  him. 
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I  thought  I  should  never  see  him  again.  I 
daren't  do  it.     You  mustn't  ask  me." 

"  Then  you  haven't  forgiven  him  your- 
self!" Winifred  burst  out  eagerly.  *' You 
love  him  still !  You  love  him — and  you  hate 
him ! — Elsie,  that's  just  the  same  as  me.  I 
hate  him — but  I  love  him ;  oh  !  how  I  do 
love  him !  " 

She  spoke  no  more  than  the  simple  truth. 
She  was  judging  Elsie  by  her  own  heart. 
With  that  strange  womanly  paradox  we  so 
often  see,  she  loved  her  husband  even  now, 
much  as  she  hated  him.  It  was  that  indeed 
that  mad*3  her  hate  him  so  much  :  her  love 
gave  point  to  her  hatred  and  her  jealousy. 

"  No,  darling/'  Elsie  answered,  bending 
over  her  closer  and  speaking  lower  in  her 
ear  than  she  had  yet  spoken.  "  I  don't  love 
him ;  and  I  don't  hate  him.  I  forgive  him 
all !  I've  forgiven  him  long  igo. — Winnie, 
I  love  some  one  else  now.  I've  given  my 
heart  away  at  last,  and  I've  given  it  to  a 
better  man  than  Hugh  Massinger." 

"  Then  why  won't  you  wait  and  help  me 
to  see  him  ? "  Winifred  cried  once  more  in 
her  fiery  energy. 
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"  Because — I'm  ashamed.  I  can't  look  him 
in  the  face;  that's  a)L,  Winnie." 

Winifred  clung  to  her  like  a  frightened 
child  to  its  mother's  skirts.  "  Elsie,"  she 
burst  out,  with  childish  vehemence,  "stop 
with  me  now  to  the  end  !  Don't  ever  leave 
me  ! 

Elsie's  heart  sank  deep  into  her  bosom. 
A  horrible  dread  possessed  her  soul.  She 
saw  one  ghastly  possibility  looming  before 
them  that  Winifred  never  seemed  to  recognize. 
Hugh  kept  her  letters,  her  watch,  her  relics. 
Suppose  he  should  come  and — recognizing 
her  at  once,  betray  his  surviving  passion  for 
herself  before  poor  dying  Winifred !  She 
dared  hardly  face  so  hideous  a  chance.  And 
vet,  she  couldn't  bear  to  untwine  herself  from 
Winifred's  arms,  that  clung  so  tight  and  so 
tenderly  around  her.  There  was  no  time  to 
lose,  however  :  she  must  make  up  her  mind. 
"  Winifred,"  she  murmured,  laying  her  head 
close  down  by  the  dying  girl's,  "I'll  do  as 
you  say.  I'll  stop  here  still.  I'll  see  Hugh. 
As  long  as  you  live,  I'll  never  leave  you." 

Winifred  loosed  her  arms  one  moment 
again,  and  then  flung  them  in  a  fresh  access 
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of  feverish  fervour  round  her  recovered  friend 
— her  dear  beautiful  Elsie.  "  You'll  stop 
here,"  she  cried  through  her  sobs  and  tears ; 
"  you'll  help  me  to  tell  Hugh  I  forgive  him." 
"  I'll  stop  here,"  Elsie  answered  low,  "  and 
I'll  help  you  to  forgive  him." 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

AT    REST     AT    LAST. 

Winifred  fell  back  on  the  pillows  wearily. 
"  I  love  him,"  she  whispered  once  more.  "  He 
hates  me,  Elsie;  but  in  spite  of  all,  I  love 
him,  I  love  him." 

For  years  she  had  locked  up  that  secret  in 
her  own  soul.  She  had  told  it  to  no  one, 
least  of  all  to  her  husband.  But,  confined  to 
the  narrow  space  of  her  poor  small  heart,  and 
battling  there  with  her  contempt  and  scorn, 
it  had  slowly  eaten  her  very  life  out.  Hating 
and  despising  him  for  his  crooked  ways,  she 
loved  him  still,  for  her  old  love's  sake  :  with  a 
woman's  singleness  of  heart  and  purpose,  she 
throned  him  in  her  love,  supreme  and  solitary. 
And  the  secret  at  last  had  framed  itself  into 
words  and  confided  itself  almost  against  her 
will  to  Elsie. 
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Her  face  was  growing  very  pale  now. 
After  all  this  excitement,  she  needed  rest. 
The  inevitable  reaction  was  beginning  to  set 
in*  She  fumbled  with  her  fingers  on  the  bed- 
clothes nervously ;  her  face  twitched  with  a 
painful  twitching.  The  symptoms  alarmed 
and  frightened  Elsie ;  she  opened  the  door  of 
the  little  salon  and  signalled  to  the  English 
doctor  to  return  to  the  bedroom.  He  came 
in,  and  cast  a  keen  glance  at  the  bed.  Elsie 
looked  up  at  him  with  inquiring  eyes.  The 
doctor  nodded  gravely  and  drew  his  long 
beard  through  his  closed  hand.  "  A  mere 
question  of  hours,"  he  whispered  in  her  ear. 
"  It  may  be  delayed ;  it  may  come  at  any 
time.  She's  overtaxed  her  strength.  Hysteria? 
followed  by  proportionate  prostration.  Her 
heart  may  fail  from  moment  t©  moment." 

"  Where's  her  husband  ?  "  Elsie  cried  in  a 
fever  of  dismay.  Her  one  wish  now  was  for 
Pugh  to  present  himself.  She  forgot  at  once 
her  own  terror  and  false  shame  ;  she  remem- 
bered no  more  her  feminine  shrinking;  self 
had  vanished  from  her  mind  altogether  ;  she 
thought  only  of  poor  dying  Winifred.  And 
of  Hugh  too.      For    she    couldn't  bear    to 
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believe,  even  after  all  she  had  heard  and 
known  of  his  life,  that  the  Hugh  she  had  once 
loved  and  trusted  could  let  his  wife  thus  die 
in  his  absence — could  let  her  die,  himself  un- 
forgiven. 

"  I've  sent  him  off  about  his  business  for 
an  hour's  stroll,"  the  doctor  answered  with 
professional  calmness.  *'  She's  evidently  in  a 
highly  hysterical  condition,  and  the  sight  of 
him  only  increases  her  excitement.  It's  a  sad 
case,  but  a  painfully  common  one.  A  hus- 
band's presence  is  often  the  very  worst  thing 
on  earth  for  a  patient  so  affected.  I  thought 
it  would  do  her  far  more  good  to  have  you 
alone  with  her — you're  always  so  gentle  and 
so  soothing,  Miss  Ohalloner." 

Elsie  glanced  back  at  him  with  swimming 
eyes.  "  But  suppose  she  were  to  die  while 
he's  gone,"  she  murmured  low  with  profound 
emotion. 

The  doctor  pursed  up  his  lips  philo- 
sophically. "  It  can't  be  helped,"  he  answered 
with  a  faint  shrug.  "  That's  just  what'U 
happen,  I'm  very  much  afraid.  We  can  only 
do  the  best  we  can.  This  crisis  has  evidently 
been  too  severe  for  her." 
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As  he  spoke,  Winifred  turned  up  from  the 
bed  an  appealing  face,  and  beckoned  Elsie  to 
bend  down  closer  to  her.  "  Elsie,"  she 
whispered,  in  a  low  hoarse  voice,  "  send  out 
for  Hugh.  I  want  him  now. — I  should  like 
to  kiss  him  before  I  die.  I  think  I'm  going. 
I  won't  last  much  longer." 

Elsie  hurried  out  to  Warren  in  the  ante- 
room. "  Go,"  she  cried  eagerly,  through  her 
blinding  tears — "go  and  find  Hugh.  Wini- 
fred wants  him  ;  she  wants  to  kiss  him  before 
she  dies.  Look  for  him  through  all  the 
streets  till  you  find  him,  and  send  him  home. 
She  wants  to  forgive  him." 

Warren  gazed  close  at  her  with  reverent 
eyes.  "  She  wants  to  forgive  him,  Elsie  ?  " 
he  cried  half  incredulous.  "  She  wants  to 
forgive  him,  that  hard  little  woman  !  You've 
brought  her  round  to  that  already  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  Elsie  answered. — "  Go  quick  and 
find  him.  She  isn't  hard ;  she's  tender  as  a 
child.  She's  dying  now — dying  of  cramped 
and  thwarted  affection.  In  another  h.  If  hour, 
it  may  be  too  late.     Go  at  once,  I  beg  of 

you." 

Warren  answered  her  never  a  single  word. 
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but,  nodding  acquiescence,  rushed  down  by 
himself  to  the  esplanade  and  the  shore  in 
search  of  his  enemy.  Poor  baffled  enemy, 
how  his  heart  ached  for  him!  At  such  a 
moment,  who  could  help  pitying  him  ? 

**  Is  he  coming  ?  "  Winifred  asked  from  4he 
bed  feebly. 

"Not  yet,  darling,"  Elsie  answered  in  a 
hushed  voice  ;  "  but  Warren  s  gone  out  to  try 
and  find  him.  He'll  be  here  soon.  Lie  still 
and  wait  for  him." 

Winifred  lay  quite  still  for  some  minutes 
more,  breathing  hard  and  loud  on  the  bed 
where  they  had  laid  her.  The  moments 
appeared  to  spread  themselves  over  hours. 
But  no  Hugh  came.  At  last  she  beckoned 
Elsie  nearer  again,  with  a  frail  hand  that 
seemed  almost  to  have  lost  all  power  of  motion. 
Elsie  leant  over  her  with  her  ear  laid  close  to 
Winifred's  lips.  The  poor  girl's  voice  sounded 
very  weak  and  all  but  inaudible  now.  "  I 
can't  last  till  he  comes,  Elsie,"  she  murmured 
low.  "  But  tell  him  I  forgave  him.  Tell 
him  I  asked  him  to  forgive  me  in  turn.  Tell 
him  I  wanted  to  kiss  him  good-bye.  But 
even  that  last  wish  was   denied  me.     And 
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Elsie  " — her  fingers  clutched  her  friend's  con- 
vulsively— "tell  him  all  along  IVe  always 
loved  him.  I  loved  him  from  the  very  depths 
of  my  soul.  I  never  loved  any  one  as  I  loved 
that  man.  When  I  hated  him  most,  I  loved 
him  dearly.  It  was  my  very  love  that  made 
me  so  hate  him.  He  starved  my  heart ;  and 
now  it's  broken." 

Elsie  stooped  down  and  kissed  her  forehead. 
A  smile  played  lambent  over  Winifred's  face 
at  the  gentle  kiss.  The  doctor  lifted  his  open 
hand  in  warning.  Elsie  bent  over  her  with 
gathered  brows  and  strained  her  eyes  for  a 
sign  of  breath  for  a  moment.  "  Gone  ?  "  she 
asked  at  last  with  mute  lips  of  the  doctor. 

"  Gone,"  the  calmer  observer  answered  with 
a  grave  inclination  of  his  head  toward  Elsie. 
'*  Eapid  collapse.  A  singular  case.  She 
suffered  no  pain  at  the  last,  poor  lady." 

Elsie  flung  hei*self  wildly  into  an  easy- 
chair  and  burst  into  tears  more  burning  than 
ever. 

A  touch  on  her  shoulder.  She  looked  up 
with  a  start.  Could  this  be  Hugh  ?  Thank 
heaven,  no !      It  was  Warren  who  touched 
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her  shoulder  lightly.  Half  an  hour  had 
passed,  and  he  had  now  come  back  again. 
But,  alas,  too  late.  "  No  need  to  stop  here 
any  longer,"  he  said  reverently.  "  Hugh's 
downstairs,  and  they're  breaking  the  news  to 
him.  He  doesn't  know  yet  you're  here  at  all. 
I  didn't  speak  to  him.  I  thought  some  other 
person  would  move  him  more.  I  saw  him  on 
the  quay,  and  I  sent  an  Italian  I  met  on  the 
beach  to  tell  him  he  was  wanted,  and  his  wife 
was  dying. — Come  up  to  my  room  on  the 
floor  above.  Hugh  needn't  know  even  now, 
perhaps,  that  you're  here  at  San  Remo." 

Too  full  to  speak,  Elsie  followed  him 
blindly  from  the  chamber  of  death,  and 
stumbled  somehow  up  the  broad  flight  of 
stairs  to  Warren's  apartments  on  the  next 
story.  As  she  reached  the  top  of  the  open 
flight,  she  heard  a  voice — a  familiar  voice, 
that  would  once  have  thrilled  her  to  the  verv 
heart — on  the  landing  below,  by  Winifred's 
bedroom.  Shame  and  fascination  drew  her 
different  ways.  Fascination  won.  She 
couldn't  resist  the  dangerous  temptation  to 
look  over  the  edge  of  the  banisters  for  a 
second.     Hugh  had  just  mounted  the  stairs 
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from  the  big  entrance  hall,  and  was  talking 
by  the  door  in  measured  tones  with  the 
English  doctor. 

"  Yery  well,"  he  said  in  his  cold  stern 
voice,  the  voice  he  had  always  used  to  Wini- 
fred— a  little  lowered  by  conventional  respect, 
indeed,  but  scarcely  so  subdued  as  the  doctor's 
own.  "  I'm  prepared  for  the  worst.  If  she's 
dead,  say  so.  You  needn't  be  afraid  of 
shocking  my  feelings ;  I  expected  it  shortly." 

She  could  see  his  face  distinctly  from  the 
spot  where  she  stood,  and  she  shrank  back 
aghast  at  once  from  the  sight  with  surprise 
and  horror.  It  was  Hugh  to  be  sure,  but  oh, 
what  a  Hugh !  How  changed  and  altered 
from  that  light  and  bright  young  dilettante 
poet  she  had  loved  and  worshipped  in  the  old 
days  at  Whitestrand !  His  very  form  and 
features,  and  limbs  and  figure  were  no  longer 
the  same  ;  all  were  unlike,  and  the  difference 
was  all  to  their  disadvantage.  The  man  had 
not  only  grown  sterner  and  harder ;  he  was 
coarser  and  commoner  and  less  striking  than 
formerly  His  very  style  had  suffered  visible 
degeneration.  No  more  of  the  jaunty  old 
poetical    air ;    turnips    and     foot-and-mouth 
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disease,  the  arrears  of  rent  and  the  struggle 
against  reduction,  the  shifting  sands  and  the 
weight  of  the  riparian  proprietors'  question, 
had  all  left  their  mark  stamped  deep  in  ugly 
lines  upon  his  face  and  figure.  He  was  hand- 
some still,  but  in  a  less  refined  and  delicate 
type  of  manly  beauty.  The  long  smouldering 
war  between  himself  and  Winifred  had 
changed  his  expression  to  a  dogged  ill- 
humour.  His  eyes  had  grown  dull  and 
sordid  and  selfish,  his  lips  had  assumed  a 
sullen  set,  and  a  ragged  beard  with  unkempt 
ends  had  disfigured  that  clear-cut  and  dainty 
chin  that  was  once  so  eloquent  of  poetry  and 
culture.  Altogether,  it  was  but  a  pale  and 
flabby  version  of  the  old,  old  Hugh — a  replica 
from  whose  head  the  halo  had  faded.  Elsie 
looked  down  on  him  from  her  height  of 
vantage  with  a  thrill  of  utter  and  hopeless 
disillusionment.  Then  she  turned  with  a 
pang  of  remorse  to  Warren.  Was  it  really 
possible  ?  Was  there  once  a  time  when  she 
thought  in  her  heart  that  self-centred,  hard- 
hearted, cold-featured  creature  more  than  a 
match  for  such  a  man  as  Warren  ? 

"  She  is  dead,"  the  doctor  answered  with 
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professional  respect.  "  She  died  half  an  hour 
ago,  quite  happy.  Her  one  regret  seemed  to 
be  for  your  absence.  She  was  anxiously  ex- 
pecting you  to  come  back  and  see  her." 

Hugh  only  answered :  "  I  thought  so. 
Poor  child."  But  the  very  way  he  said  it — 
the  half-unconcerned  tone,  the  lack  of  any 
real  depth  of  emotion,  nay,  even  of  the  decent 
pretence  of  tears,  shocked  and  appalled  Elsie 
beyond  measure.  She  rushed  away  into 
Warren's  room,  and  gave  vent  once  more  to 
her  torrent  of  emotion.  The  painter  laid  his 
hand  gently  on  her  beautiful  hair.  "Oh, 
Warren,"  she  cried,  looking  up  at  him  half 

doubtful,  "  it  makes  me  ashamed "     And 

she  checked  herself  suddenly. 

"  Ashamed  of  what  ? "  Warren  asked  her 
low. 

In  the  fever  of  her  overwrought  feelings, 
she  flung  herself  passionately  into  his  circling 
arms.  "  Ashamed  to  think,"  she  answered 
with  a  sob  of  distress,  "  that  I  once  loved 
him  !  " 


yoL.  III. 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

REDIVIVA  ! 

Hugh  sat  that  evening,  that  crowded  evening, 
alone  in  his  dingy,  stingy  rooms  with  his 
dead  Winifred.  Alone  with  his  weary, 
dreary  thoughts — his  thoughts,  and  a  corpse, 
and  a  ghostly  presence !  Two  women  had 
loved  him  dearly  in  their  time,  and  he  had 
killed  them  both — Elsie  and  Winifred.  That 
was  the  burden  of  his  moody  brooding. 
What  curse,  he  asked  himself,  lay  upon  his 
head  ?  And  his  own  heart  told  him,  in  fitful 
moments  of  remorse,  the  curse  of  utter  and 
ingrained  selfishness.  He  pretended  not  to 
listen  to  it  or  to  believe  its  witness ;  but  he 
knew  it  spoke  true,  true  and  clear  in  spite 
of  itself. 

He  sat  there  bitterly,  late  into  the  night, 
with  two  candles  burning  dim  on  the  bare 
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table  by  his  side,  and  his  head  buried  between 
his  feverish  hands  in  gloomy  misery.  It 
was  a  hateful  night — hateful  and  ghastly  ; 
for  in  the  bedroom  at  the  side,  the  attendants 
of  death,  despatched  by  the  doctor,  were 
already  busy  at  their  gruesome  work,  per- 
forming tlie  last  duties  for  poor  martyred 
Winifred. 

He  had  offered  her  up  on  the  altar  of  his 
selfish  remorse  and  regret  for  poor  martyred 
Elsie.  The  last  victim  had  fallen  on  the 
grave  of  the  first.  She,  too,  was  dead.  And 
now  his  house  was  indeed  left  unto  him 
desolate. 

Somehow,  as  he  sat  there,  with  whirling 
brain  and  heated  brow,  on  fire  in  soul,  he 
thought  of  Elsie  far  more  than  of  Winifred. 
The  new  bereavement,  such  as  it  was,  seemed 
to  quicken  and  accentuate  the  sense  of  the 
old  one.  Was  it  that  Winifred's  wild  belief 
in  her  recognition  of  Elsie  that  day  in  the 
street  had  roused  once  more  the  picture  of 
his  lost  love's  face  and  form  so  vividly  in 
his  mind?  Or  was  it  that  the  girl  whom 
Winifred  had  pointed  out  to  him  did  really 
to  some  slight  extent  resemble  Elsie  ?  and  so 
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recall  her  more  definitely  before  him?  He 
hardly  knew ;  but  of  one  thing  he  was  certain 
— Elsie  that  night  monopolized  his  conscious- 
ness. His  three-year-old  grief  was  still  fresh 
and  green.  He  thought  much  of  Elsie,  and 
little  of  Winifred. 

It  was  a  fixed  idea  with  poor  Winifred,  he 
knew,  that  Elsie  was  alive  and  settled  at  San 
Kemo.  How  the  idea  first  came  into  her 
poor  little  head,  he  really  knew  not.  He 
thought  now  the  story  about  Warren  Relf 
having  given  her  the  notion  was  itself  a 
mere  piece  of  her  dying  hysterical  delirium. 
So  was  her  confident  immediate  identification 
of  the  girl  in  the  street  as  the  actual  Elsie. 
No  trusting,  of  course,  to  a  dying  woman's 
impressions.  Still,  it  was  strange  that  Wini- 
fred should  have  died  with  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie, 
floating  ever  in  her  mind's  dye  before  her. 
Strange,  too,  that  the  second  victim  of  his 
selfish  love  should  have  died  with  her  soul  so 
fiercely  intent  upon  the  fixed  and  permanent 
image  of  the  first  one.  Strange,  furthermore, 
that  a  girl  seen  casually  in  the  street  should 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  even  in  his  own  un- 
prejudiced eyes,  have  so  closely  and  curiously 
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resembled  Elsie.  It  was  all  odd.  It  all  fitted 
in  to  a  nicety  with  the  lamihar  patness  of 
that  curious  fate  that  seemed  through  life  to 
dog  him  so  persistently.  Coincidence  jostled 
against  coincidence  to  confound  him  :  oppor- 
tunity ran  cheek  by  jowl  with  occasion  to 
work  him  ill.  And  yet,  had  he  but  known 
the  whole  truth  as  it  really  was,  he  would 
have  seen  there  was  never  a  genuine  coinci- 
dence anywhere  in  it  all — that  everything 
had  come  pat  by  deliberate  design :  that 
Winifred  had  fixed  upon  San  Remo  on  pur- 
pose, because  she  actually  knew  Elsie  to  be 
living  there  :  and  that  the  girl  they  had  seen 
in  the  street  that  afternoon  was  none  other 
than  Elsie  herself — his  very  Elsie  in  flesh 
and  blood,  not  any  vain  or  deceptive  delusion. 
Late  at  night,  the  well-favoured  landlady 
came  up,  courteoas  and  Italian,  all  respectful 
sympathy,  in  a  black  gown  and  a  mourning 
head-dress,  hastily  donned,  as  becomes  those 
who  pay  visits  of  condolence  in  whatever 
capacity  to  the  recently  bereaved.  As  for 
Hugh  himself,  he  wore  still  his  rough  travel- 
ling suit  of  gray  homespun,  and  the  dust  of 
his  journey   lay   thick   upon   him.     But   he 
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ronsecl  himself  listlessly  at  the  landlady's 
approach.  She  was  bland,  but  sympathetic. 
Where  would  Monsieur  sleep  ?  the  amiable 
proprietess  inquired  in  lisping  French.  Hugh 
started  at  the  inquiry.  He  had  never  tliought 
at  all  of  that.  Anywhere,  he  answered,  in  a 
careless  voice  :  it  was  all  the  same  to  him  : 
.sous  les  toits,  if  necessary. 

The  landlady  bowed  a  respectful  depreca- 
tion. She  could  offer  him  a  small  room,  a 
most  diminutive  room,  unfit  for  Monsieur,  in 
his  present  condition,  but  still  a  cliainhre  de 
mmtre,  just  above  Madame.  She  regretted 
she  was  unable  to  afford  a  better  ;  but  the 
house  was  full,  or,  in  a  word,  crowded.  The 
world,  you  see,  was  beginning  to  arrive  at 
San  Remo  for  the  season.  Proprietors  in  a 
health-resort  naturally  resent  a  death  on  the 
premises,  especially  at  the  very  outset  of  the 
winter :  they  regard  it  as  a  slight  on 
the  sanitary  reputation  of  the  place,  and 
incline  to  be  rude  to  the  deceased  and  his 
family.  Yet  nothing  could  be  more  charming 
than  the  landlady's  manner ;  she  swallowed 
her  natural  internal  chao-rin  at  so  untoward 
an  event  in  her  own  house  and  at  such  an 
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untimely  crisis,  with  commendable  politeness. 
One  would  have  said  that  a  death  rather 
advertised  the  condition  of  the  house  than 
otherwise.  Hugh  nodded  his  head  in  blind 
acquiescence.  "  Oil  vous  voulez,  Madame," 
he  answered  wearily.  "  Upstairs,  if  you 
wish.  I'll  go  now. — I'm  sorry  to  have  caused 
you  so  much  inconvenience ;  but  we  never 
know  when  these  unfortunate  affairs  are  hkely 
to  happen." 

The  landlady  considered  in  her  own  mind 
that  the  gentleman's  tone  was  of  the  most 
distinguished.  Such  sweet  manners !  So 
thoughtful — so  considerate — so  kindly  re- 
spectful for  the  house's  injured  feelings ! 
She  was  conscious  that  his  courtesy  called 
for  some  slight  return.  "You  have  eaten 
nothing,  Monsieur,"  she  went  on,  compas- 
sionately. "In  effect,  our  sorrow  makes  us 
forget  these  details  of  everyday  life.  You 
do  not  derange  us  at  all;  but  you  must  let 
me  send  you  up  some  little  refreshment." 

Hugh  nodded  again. 

She  sent  him  up  some  cake  and  red  wine 
of  the  country  by  the  Swiss  waiter,  and 
Hugh   ate   it   mechanically,  for  he  was  not 
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liungry.  Excitement  and  fatigue  had  worn 
him  out.  His  game  was  played.  He  followed 
the  waiter  up  to  the  floor  above,  and  was 
shown — into  the  next  room  to  Warren's. 

He  undressed  in  a  stupid,  half  dead-alive 
way,  and  lay  down  on  the  bed  with  his 
candle  still  burning.  But  he  didn't  sleep. 
Weariness  and  remorse  kept  him  wide  awake, 
worn  out  as  he  was,  tossing  and  turning 
through  the  long  slow  hours  in  silent  agony. 
He  had  time  to  sound  the  whole  gamut  of 
possible  human  passion.  He  thought  of 
Elsie,  the  weary  night  through  :  of  dead 
Elsie,  and  at  times,  more  rarely,  of  dead 
Winifred  too,  alone  in  the  chamber  of  death 
beneath  him.  Elsie,  in  her  nameless  grave 
away  at  Orfordness  :  Winifred,  unburied 
below,  here  at  San  Eemo.  A  wild  unrest 
possessed  his  fevered  limbs.  He  murmured 
Elsie's  name  to  himself,  in  audible  tones,  a 
hundred  times  over. 

Strange  to  say,  the  sense  of  freedom  was 
the  strongest  of  all  the  feelings  that  crowded 
in  upon  him.  Now  that  Winifred  was  dead, 
he  could  do  as  he  chose  with  his  own.  He 
was   no  longer   tied    to  her   will   and    her 
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criticisms.  When  he  got  back  to  England — 
as  he  would  get  back,  of  course,  the  moment 
he  had  decently  buried  Winifred — he  meant 
to  put  up  a  fitting  gravestone  at  Orfordness, 
if  he  sold  the  wretched  remainder  of  White- 
strand  to  do  it.  A  granite  cross  should 
mark  that  sacred  spot.  Dead  Elsie's  grave 
should  no  longer  be  nameless.  So  much,  at 
least,  his  remorse  could  effect  for  him. 

For  Winifred  was  dead,  and  Whitestrand 
was  his  own.  At  the  price  of  that  miserable 
manor  of  blown  sand  he  had  sold  his  own 
soul  and  Elsie's  life ;  and  now  he  would 
gladly  get  rid  of  it  all,  if  only  he  could  raise 
out  of  its  shrunken  relics  a  monument  at 
Orfordness  to  Elsie.  For  three  long  years, 
that  untended  grave  had  silently  accused  the 
remnants  of  his  conscience  :  he  determined  it 
should  accuse  his  soul  no  longer. 

He  would  have  to  begin  life  all  over  again, 
of  course.  This  first  throw  had  turned  out  a 
fatal  error.  He  had  staked  everything  upon 
winning  Whitestrand  ;  and  with  what  result  ? 
Elsie  lost,  and  Whitestrand,  and  Winifred ! 
Loss  all  round  :  loss  and  confusion.  In  the 
end,  he  found  himself  far  worse  off  than  he 
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Lad  ever  been  at  the  very  outset,  when  the 
world  was  still  before  hirn  where  to  choose. 
No  new  career  now  opened  its  doors  to  him. 
The  bar  was  closed :  he  had  had  his  chance 
there,  and  missed  it  squarely.  Bohemia  was 
estranged :  small  room  for  him  now  in 
literature  or  journalism.  Whitestrand  had 
spoilt  his  whole  scheme  of  life  for  him.  He 
was  wrecked  in  port.  And  he  could  never 
meet  with  another  Elsie. 

The  big  clock  on  the  landing  ticked 
monotonously.  Each  swing  of  the  pendulum 
tortured  him  afresh  ;  for  it  called  aloud  to  his 
heart  in  measured  tones.  It  cried  as  plain  as 
words  could  say:  "  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie!" 

Ah,  yes  !  He  was  young  enough  to  begin 
life  afresh,  if  that  were  all.  To  begin  all 
over  again  is  less  than  nothing  to  a  brave 
man.  But  for  whom  or  for  what  ?  Selfish 
as  he  was,  Hugh  Massinger  couldn't  stand 
up  and  face  the  horrid  idea  of  beginning 
afresh  for  himself  alone.  He  must  have 
some  one  to  love,  or  go  under  for  ever. 

And  still  the  clock  ticked  and  ticked  on  ; 
and  still  it  cried  in  the  silence  of  the  night : 
"  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie  !  " 
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At  last  clay  dawned,  and  the  morning 
broke.  Pale  sunlight  streamed  in  at  the  one 
south  window.  The  room  was  bare — a  mere 
servant's  attic.  Hugh  lay  still  and  looked  at 
the  gaping  cracks  that  diversified  the  gaudily 
painted  Italian  ceiling.  All  night  through, 
he  had  fervently  longed  for  the  morning, 
and  thought  when  it  came  he  would  seize 
the  first  chance  to  rise  and  dress  himself. 
Now  it  had  really  come,  he  lay  there  un- 
moved, too  tired  and  too  feeble  to  think  of 
stirring. 

Five — six — half- past  six — seven.  He 
almost  dozed  out  of  pure  weariness. 

Suddenly,  he  woke  with  a  quick  start. 
A  knock  at  the  door  ! — a  timid  knock.  Some- 
body come  with  a  message,  apparently. 
Hugh  rose  in  haste  and  held  the  door  just 
a  little  ajar  to  ask  in  his  bad  Italian,  "  What 
is  it  ?  " 

A  boy's  hand  thrust  a  letter  sideways 
through  the  narrow  opening.  "  Is  it  for 
you,  signor  ? "  he  asked,  peering  with  black 
eyes  through  the  chink  at  the  Englishman. 

Hugh  glanced  at  the  letter  in  profound 
astonishment.     Oh,  heavens,  what  was  this  ? 
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ITow  incredible — how  mysterious  !  For  a 
moment  the  room  swam  wildly  around  him ; 
he  hardly  knew  how  to  believe  his  eyes. 
Was  it  part  of  the  general  bewilderment  of 
things  that  seemed  to  conspire  by  constant 
shocks  against  his  perfect  sanity  ?  Was  he 
going  mad,  or  was  some  enemy  trying  to 
confuse  and  confound  him?  Had  some 
wretch  been  dabbling  in  hideous  forgeries  ? 
For  the  envelope  was  addressed — oh,  horror 
of  horrors ! — in  dead  Elsie's  hand  ;  and  it 
bore  in  those  [well-known  angular  characters 
the  simple  inscription,  *'  Warken  Relf,  Esq., 
Villa  della  Fontana  (Piano  S''),  Avenue 
Yittorio  Emmanuele,  San  Hemo." 

He  recognized  this  voice  from  the  grave 
at  once.  Dead  Elsie!  To  Warren  Relf! 
His  fingers  clutched  it  with  a  fierce  mad  grip. 
He  could  never  give  it  up.  To  Warren  Relf! 
And  from  dead  Elsie  ! 

"  Is  it  for  you,  signor  ?  "  the  boy  asked 
once  more,  as  he  let  it  go  with  reluctance 
from  his  olive-brown  fingers. 

'*  For  me  ? — Yes,"  Hugh  answered  still 
clutching  it  eagerly.  '*  For  me  ! — Who 
sends  it  ? " 
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"  The  signorina  at  the  Yilla  Rossa — SI^- 
norina  Cialoner,"  the  boy  replied,  getting  as 
near  as  his  Italian  lips  could  manage  to  the 
sound  of  Challoner.  "  She  told  me  most 
stringently  to  deliver  it  up  to  yourself, 
signer,  into  your  proper  fingers,  and  on  no 
account  to  let  it  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
English  gentleman  on  the  second  story." 

*'  Good,"  Hugh  answered,  closing  the  door 
softly.  "  That's  quite  right.  Tell  her  you 
gave  it  me."  Then  he  added  in  English  with 
a  cry  of  triumph :  "  Good  morning,  jacka- 
napes !  "  After  which  he  flung  himself  down 
on  the  bed  once  more  in  a  perfect  frenzy  of 
indecision  and  astonishment. 

For  two  minutes  he  couldn't  make  up  his 
mind  to  break  open  that  mysterious  missive 
from  the  world  of  the  dead,  so  strangely 
delivered  by  an  unknown  hand  at  his  own 
door  on  the  very  morrow  of  Winifred's  sudden 
death,  and  addressed  in  buried  Elsie's  hand, 
as  clear  as  of  old,  to  his  dearest  enemy.  What 
a  horrible  concatenation  of  significant  circum- 
istances.  He  turned  it  over  and  over  again, 
unopened,  in  his  awe  ;  and  all  the  time  that 
morose  clock  outside  still  ticked  in  his  ear, 
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less  loudly  than  before :  ''  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie, 

Elsie  ! " 

At  last,  making  up  his  mind  with  a  start, 
he  opened  it,  half  overcome  with  a  pervading 
sense  of  mystery.  And  this  was  what  he  read 
in  it,  beyond  shadow  of  doubt,  in  dead  Elsie's 
very  own  handwriting : 

"  Villa  Rossa, 
"  Thursday,  7.30,  morning. 

"Dearest  Warren, 

"  I  will  be  ready,  as  you  sugg^est, 
by  the  9.40.  But  you  mustn't  go  with  me 
farther  than  Paris.  That  will  allow  you  to 
get  back  to  Edie  and  the  Motherkin  by  the 
6.39  on  Saturday  evening. — I  wish  I  could 
have  waited  here  in  San  Remo  till  after  dear 
Winifred's  funeral  was  over ;  but  I  quite  see 
with  you  how  dangerous  such  a  course  might 
prove.  Every  moment  I  stop  exposes  me  to 
the  chance  of  an  unexpected  meeting.  You 
must  call  on  Hugh  when  you  get  back  from 
Paris,  and  give  him  poor  Winifred's  last 
forgiving  message.  Some  day — you  know 
when,  dearest — I  may  face  seeing  him  myself, 
perhaps  ;  and  then  I  can  fulfil  my  promise  to 


liEDIVIVA  !  127 

her  in  person.  But  not  till  then.  And  that 
may  be  never.  I  hardly  know  what  I'm 
writing,  I  feel  so  dazed ;  but  I'll  meet  you  at 
the  station  at  the  hour  you  mention. — No 
time  for  more.  In  great  haste — my  hand 
shakes  with  the  shock  still, 

"  Yours  ever  lovingly  and  devotedly, 

"  Elsie." 

The  revulsion  was  awful.  For  a  minute 
or  two,  Hugh  failed  to  take  it  all  in.  You 
cannot  unthink  past  years  at  a  jump.  The 
belief  that  Elsie  was  dead  and  buried  at 
Orfordness  had  grown  so  ingrained  in  the 
fabric  of  his  brain  that  at  first  he  suspected 
deliberate  treachery.  Such  things  have  been. 
He  had  forged  himself:  might  not  Warren 
Relf,  that  incarnate  fiend,  be  turning  his  own 
weapon — meanly — against  him  ? 

But  as  he  gazed  and  gazed  at  dead  Elsie's 
hand — dead  Elsie's  own  hand — unmistakably 
hers — no  forger  on  earth  (not  even  himself) 
was  ever  half  so  clever — the  truth  grew 
gradually  clearer  and  clearer.  Dead  Elsie 
was  Elsie  dead  no  longer  ;  she  had  escaj^ed 
on  that  awful  evening  at  Whitestrand.     It 
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wasn't  Elsie  at  all  that  was  buried  in  the 
nameless  grave  at  Orfordness.  The  past 
was  a  lie.  The  present  alone — the  present 
was  true.  Elsie  was  here,  to-day,  at  San 
Eemo! 

With  a  great  thrill  of  joy,  that  fact  at  last 
came  clearly  home  to  him.  The  world  whirled 
back  through  the  ages  again.  Then  Elsie, 
his  Elsie  was  still  living !  He  hadn't  killed 
her.  He  was  no  murderer.  It  was  all  a 
hideous,  hideous  mistake.  The  weight,  the 
weight  was  lifted  from  his  soul.  A  mad 
delight  usurped  its  place.  His  heart  throbbed 
with  a  wild  pulsation.  The  clock  on  the 
staircase  ticked  loud  for  joy  :  "  Elsie,  Elsie, 
Elsie,  Elsie !  " 

He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  wept 
— wept  as  he  never  had  wept  for  Winifred — 
wept  as  he  never  had  wept  in  his  life  before 
— wept  with  frantic  gladness  for  Elsie  re- 
covered. 

Slowly  his  conceptions  framed  themselves 
anew.  His  mind  could  only  take  it  all  in 
piecemeal.  Bit  by  bit  he  set  himself  to  the 
task — no  less  a  task  than  to  reconstruct 
the   universe, — Winifred  must   have  known 
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Elsie   was  here.     It  was  Elsie  herself  that 
Winifred  and  he  had  seen  yesterday. 

Fresh  thoughts  poured  in  upon  him  in  a 
bewildering  flood.  He  was  dazzled,  dazed, 
dumfounded  with  their  number.  Elsie  was 
alive,  and  he  had  something  left,  therefore,  to 
live  for.  Yesterday  morning  that  knowledge 
would  have  been  less  than  nothing  worth  to 
him  while  Winifred  lived.  To-day,  thank 
heaven — for  Winifred  was  dead — it  meant 
more  to  him  than  all  the  wealth  of  Croesus* 

He  saw  through  that  miserable  money- 
grubbing  now.  Gold,  indeed  !  what  better 
was  gold  than  any  other  chemical  element? 
Next  time — next  time,  he  would  choose  more 
wisely.  Wisdom  in  life,  he  thought  to  him- 
self with  a  flash  of  philosophy,  means  just 
this — to  know  what  things  will  bring  you 
most  happiness. 

How  opportunely  Winifred  had  disappeared 
from  the  scene  !  In  the  nick  of  time — on  the 
very  stroke  and  crisis  of  his  fate  !  At  the 
turn  of  the  tide  that  leads  on  to  fortune  ! 
Felix  opportunitate  mortis^  indeed !  He  had 
no  regret,  no  remorse  now,  for  poor  betrayed 
and  martyred  Winifred,  . 

VOL.  III.  K 
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Winifred  !  What  was  Winifred  to  him,  or 
he  to  Winifred,  in  a  world  that  still  held  his 
own  beloved  Elsie  ? 

How  vividly  those  words  came  back  to  him 
now :  "  Don't  I  know  how  you've  brought 
me  to  San  Remo,  dying  as  I  am,  to  be  near 
her  and  to  see  her  when  I'm  dead  and  buried ! 
You've  tried  to  murder  me  by  slow  degrees, 
to  marry  Elsie ! — Well,  you've  carried  your 
point :  you've  killed  me  at  last ;  and  when 
I'm  dead  and  gone,  you  can  marry  Elsie." 

He  hadn't  meant  it ;  he  had  never  dreamt 
of  it.  But  how  neat  and  exact  it  had  all 
come  out!  How  fortune,  whom  he  reviled, 
had  been  playing  Lis  game.  His  sorrow  was 
turned  at  once  into  wild  rejoicing.  Winifred 
dead  and  Elsie  living  !  What  fairy  tale  ever 
ended  so  pat  ?  He  repeated  it  over  and  over 
again  to  himself :  "  They  were  both  married 
and  lived  happily  ever  after." 

All's  well  that  ends  well.  The  Winifred 
episode  had  come  and  gone.  But  Elsie  re- 
mained as  permanent  background. 

And  how  strangely  Winifred  herself,  in 
her  mad  desire,  had  contributed  to  this  very 
denouement  of  his  troubles.     "I  shall  go  to 
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San  Remo,  if  I  go  at  all,  and  to  nowhere  else 
on  the  whole  Riviera.  I  jDrefer  to  face  the 
worst,  thank  you  I  "  The  words  flashed  back 
with  fresh  meaning  on  his  soul.  If  she 
hadn't  so  set  her  whole  heart  on  San  Remo, 
he  himself  would  never  have  thought  of 
going  there.  And  then,  he  would  never 
have  known  about  Elsie.  For  that,  at  least, 
he  had  to  thank  Winifred. 

"  When  I'm  dead  and  gone,  you  can  marry 
Elsie  !  " 

But  what  was  this  discordant  note  in 
the  letter — Elsie's  letter — to  Warren  Relf 
— Warren  Relf,  his  dearest  enemy  ?  Was 
Warren  Relf  at  the  pension,  then  ?  Had 
Warren  Relf  been  conspiring  against  him  ? 
In  another  flash,  it  all  came  back  to  him — 
the  two  scenes  at  the  Cheyne  Row  Club — 
Warren's  conversation  with  his  friend  Potts 
— the  mistakes  and  errors  of  his  hasty  pre- 
conceptions. How  one  fundamental  primordial 
blunder  had  coloured  and  distorted  all  his 
views  of  the  case  !  He  felt  sure  now,  morally 
sure,  that  Warren  Relf  had  rescued  Elsie — 
the  sneak,  the  eavesdropper,  in  his  miserable 
mud-boat !     And  yet — if  Warren  Relf  hadn't 
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done  so,  there  would  be  no  Elsie  at  all  for 
him  now  to  live  for.  He  recognized  the  fact ; 
and  he  hated  him  for  it.  That  he  should 
owe  his  Elsie  to  that  cur,  that  serpent ! 

And  all  these  years  Warren  Relf — insidious 
creature — had  kept  her  in  hiding,  for  his  own 
base  objects,  and  had  tried  to  wriggle  himself, 
with  snake-like  and  lizard-like  contortions 
and  twistings,  into  Hugh's  own  rightful  place 
in  Elsie's  affections  !  The  mean,  mean  rep- 
tile !  to  worm  his  way  in  secret  into  the 
sacred  love  of  another  man's  maiden  !  Hugh 
loathed  and  hated  him  ! 

Discordant  note  !  Why,  yes — see  this  : 
**  Some  day — you  know  when,  dearest — I 
may  face  seeing  him  myself,  perhaps." — Then 
surely  Elsie  must  have  consented  to  fling 
herself  away  upon  Relf,  as  he,  Hugh,  had 
flung  himself  away  upon  Winifred.  But  that 
was  before  Winifred  died.  He  was  free  now 
— free,  free  as  the  wind,  to  marry  Elsie. 
And  Elsie  would  marry  him  :  he  was  sure  of 
that.  Elsie's  heart  would  come  back  to  roost 
like  his  own,  on  the  old  perch.  Elsie  would 
never  belie  her  love !  Elsie  would  love  him  ; 
Elsie  would  rnarry  him. 
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What !     Accept  that  creature  Relf  in  his 
own  place  ?      Hyperion   to   a   Satyr !      Im- 
possible !     Incredible  !     Past  all  conception  ! 
No  Eve  would  listen  to  such  a  serpent  nowa- 
days.    Especially  not  when  he,  Hugh  Mas- 
singer,  was  eager  and  keen  to  woo  and  wed 
her.     "  The  crane,"  he  thought,  with  his  old 
knack  of  seeing  everything  through  a  haze 
of  poetry — "  the  crane  may  chatter  idly  of 
the   crane,  The   dove   may  murmur   of  the 
dove,  but  I — An  eagle — clang  an  eagle  to 
the  sphere."     When  once  he  appeared  in  his 
panoply   before   her   eyes    as   Elsie's   suitor, 
your  Warren  Relfs  and  your  lesser  creatures 
would  be   forgotten    and   forsaken,   and    he 
would  say  to  Elsie,  like  the  Prince  to  Ida  : 
"  Lay  thy   sweet   hands  in   mine  and  trust 
to  me." 

And  Elsie,  Elsie  herself  felt  it;  felt  it 
already — of  that  he  was  certain.  Felt  this 
Eelf  creature  was  not  worthy  of  her  ;  felt 
she  must  answer  to  her  truer  instincts ;  felt 
her  old  love  must  soon  return.  For  did  she 
not  say  in  this  very  letter,  "  But  not  till 
then  ?     And  that  may  be  never." 

That  may  be  never !     Oh,  precious  words  ! 
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She  was  leaving  the  door  half  open,  then,  for 
her  poet. 

Poet !  His  heart  leaped  up  at  the  thought. 
New  vistas  —  old  vistas  long  since  closed 
— opened  out  afresh  in  long  perspective 
before  him.  Ay,  with  such  a  fount  of  inspi- 
ration as  that,  to  what  heights  of  poetry 
might  he  not  yet  attain !  What  peaks  of 
Parnassus  might  he  not  yet  scale  !  On  what 
pinnacles  of  glory  might  he  not  yet  poise 
himself !  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie  !  That 
was  a  talisman  to  crush  all  opposition,  an 
"  Open  Sesame "  to  prise  all  doors.  With 
Elsie's  love,  what  would  be  impossible  to 
him  ? 

Life  floated  in  new  colours  before  his  eager 
eyes.  He  dreamed  dreams  and  saw  visions, 
as  he  lay  on  his  bed  in  those  golden  moments. 
Earth  was  dearer,  fairer,  than  he  ever  deemed 
it.  The  fever  of  love  and  ambition  and  hate 
was  upon  him  now  in  full  force.  He  reeled 
and  revelled  in  the  plenitude  of  his  own 
wild  and  hectic  imagination.  He  could  do 
anything,  everything,  anything.  He  could 
move  mountains  in  his  fervent  access  of  faith ; 
he  could  win  worlds  in  his  mad  delight ;  he 
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could  fight  wild  beasts  in  his  sudden  glor^- 
of  heroic  temper. 

And  all  the  while,  poor  dead  Winifred  lay 
cold  and  white  in  the  bedroom  below.  And 
Elsie  was  off — off  to  England — with  Warren 
Eelf — that  wretch  !  that  serpent !  by  the  9.40. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

FACE  TO  FACE. 

That  hint  sobered  him.  He  roused  himsdf 
to  actual  action  at  last.  It  was  now  eight, 
and  Elsie  was  off  by  the  9.40!  Too  many- 
thoughts  had  crowded  him  too  fast.  That 
single  hour  enclosed  for  Hugh  Massinger  a 
whole  eternity.  Earth  had  become  another 
world  for  him  since  the  stroke  of  seven.  The 
sun  had  gone  back  upon  the  dial  of  his  life, 
and  left  him  once  more  at  the  same  point 
where  he  had  stood  before  he  ever  met 
Winifred.  At  the  same  point,  but  oh,  how 
differently  circumstanced!  He  had  gained 
experience  and  wisdom  since  then :  he  had 
learned  the  lessons  of  *'  A  Life's  Philosophy." 
All  was  not  gold  that  glittered,  he  knew 
nowadays.  The  life  was  more  than  food,  the 
body  than  raiment,  love  than  Whitestrand, 
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Elsie  than  Winifred.  He  would  never  go 
astray  after  the  root  of  all  evil,  as  long  as  he 
lived  and  loved,  again.  He  would  be  the 
Demas  of  no  delusive  silver  mine.  On  his 
voyage  of  discovery,  he  had  found  out  his 
own  soul — for  he  had  a  soul,  a  soul-  capable  of 
appreciating  Elsie  ;  and  he  would  not  fling  it 
away  a  second  time  for  filthy  lucre,  common 
dross,  the  deceitfulness  of  riches,  the  mammon 
of  unrighteousness.  He  had  a  soul  capable 
of  appreciating  Elsie  :  he  repeated  to  himself 
with  the  minor  poet's  intense  delight  in  the 
ring  and  flow  of  his  own  verses,  those  two 
lines,  the  refrain  of  a  villanelle  he  had  once — 
years  and  years  ago — sent  her  :  "  So  low ! 
She  loves  me  !  Can  I  be  so  low  ?  So  base  ! 
I  love  her  !  Can  I  be  so  base  ?  "  He  loved 
Elsie.     And  Elsie  was  off  by  the  9.40. 

There  was  the  key  to  the  immediate  future. 
He  rose  and  dressed  himself  with  all  expedi- 
tion, remembering — though  by  an  after- 
thought— for  decency's  sake  to  put  on  his 
black  cutaway  coat  and  his  darkest  trousers — 
he  had  with  him  none  blaek  save  those  of  his 
evening  suit — and  to  approach  as  near  to  a 
mourning  tie  as  the  narrow  resources  of  his 


138  THIS  MORTAL   COIL, 

wardrobe  permitted.  But  it  was  all  a  hollow, 
hollow  mockery,  a  transparent  farce,  a  mere 
outer  semblance :  his  coat  might  be  black,  but 
his  heart  was  blithe  as  a  lark's  on  a  bright 
May  morning. 

He  drew  up  the  blind :  the  sun  was  flooding 
the  bay  and  the  hillsides  with  Italian  lavish- 
ness.  Flowers  were  gay  on  the  parterres  of 
the  public  garden.  Who  could  pretend  to  be 
sad  at  soul  on  a  day  like  this,  worthy  of 
whitest  chalk,  when  the  sun  shone  and 
flowers  bloomed  and  Elsie  was  alive  again  ? 
Let  the  dead  bury  their  dead.  For  him, 
Elsie  I  for  Elsie  was  alive  again. 

He  lived  once  more  a  fresh  life.  What 
need  to  play  the  hypocrite,  here,  alone,  in  his 
own  hired  house,  in  the  privacy  of  his  lonely 
widowed  bedchamber  ?  He  smiled  to  himself 
in  the  narrow  looking-glass  fastened  against 
the  wall  !  He  laughed  hilariously.  He 
showed  his  even  white  teeth  in  his  joy  :  they 
shone  like  pearl.  He  trimmed  his  beard  with 
unwonted  care  ;  for  now  he  must  make  him- 
self worthy  of  Elsie.  "  If  I  be  dear  to  some 
one  else,"  he  murmured,  with  the  lover  in 
**  Maud,"  "  then  I  should  be  to  myself  more 
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dear."  And  that  he  was  dear  to  Elsie,  be 
was  quite  certain.  Her  love  had  suffered 
eclipse,  no  doubt  :  Warren  Relf,  like  a 
shadow,  had  flitted  for  a  moment  in  between 
them ;  but  when  once  he,  Hugh,  burst  forth 
like  the  sun  upon  her  eyes  once  more,  Warren 
Relf,  paled  and  ineffectual,  would  hide  his 
diminished  head  and  vanish  into  vacancy. 

"  Warren  Relf !  That  reptile  —  that 
vermin !  Ha,  ha !  I  have  you  now  at  my 
feet — my  heel  on  your  neck,  you  sneaking 
traitor.  Hiding  my  Elsie  so  long  from  my 
sight !  But  I  nick  you  now,  on  the  eve  of 
your  victory.  You  think  you  have  her  safe 
in  the  hollow  of  your  hand.  You'll  carry  her 
off  away  from  me  to  England  !  Fool !  Idiot ! 
Imbecile !  Fatuous !  You  reckon  this  time 
without  your  hostess.  There's  many  a  slip 
'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip.  I'll  dash  away 
this  cup,  my  fine  fellow,  from  yours.  Your 
lip  shall  never  touch  my  Elsie's.  Nectar  is 
for  gods,  and  not  for  mudlarks.  I'll  bring 
you  down  on  your  marrow-bones  before  me. 
You  tried  to  outwit  me.  Two  can  play  at 
that  game,  my  friend." — He  seized  the  bolster 
from  the  bed,  and  flinging  it  with  a  dash  on 
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the  carpetless  floor,  trampled  it  in  an  access 
of  frenzy  under  foot,  for  Warren  in  effigy. 
The  relief  from  his  strain  had  come  too  quick. 
He  was  beside  himself  now  with  love  and 
rage,  mad  with  excitement,  drunk  with 
hatred  and  joy  and  jealousy.  That  creature 
marry  his  Elsie,  forsooth !  He  danced  in  a 
fever  of  prospective  triumph  over  the  prostrate 
body  of  his  fallen  enemy. 

Warren  Relf,  meanwhile,  by  himself  next 
door,  was  saying  to  himself,  as  he  dressed 
ind  packed,  in  sober  sincerity  :  "  Poor  Mas- 
singer  !  What  a  terrible  time  he  must  be 
having,  down  there  alone  with  his  dead  wife 
and  his  accusing  conscience  !  Ought  I  to  go 
down  and  lighten  his  burden  for  him,  I 
wonder  ?  Such  remorse  as  his  must  be  too 
heavy  to  bear.  Ought  I  to  tell  him  that 
Elsie's  alive  ? — that  that  death  at  least  doesn't 
lie  at  his  door  ? — that  he  has  only  to  answer 
for  poor  Mrs.  Massinger  ? — No.  It  would  be 
useless  for  me  to  tell  him.  He  hates  me  too 
much.  He  wouldn't  listen  to  me.  Elsie 
shall  break  it  to  him  in  her  own  good  time. 
But  my  heart  aches  for  him,  for  all  that,  in 
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Spite  of  his  cruelty.  His  worst  enemy  could 
wish  him  no  harm  now.  He  must  be  suffer- 
ing agonies  of  regret  and  repentance.  Perhaps 
at  such  a  moment  he  might  accept  consolation 
even  from  me.  But  probably  not.  I  wish 
I  could  do  anything  to  lessen  this  misery  for 
him." 

Why  did  no  answer  come  from  Elsie  ?  That 
puzzled  and  surprised  Warren  not  a  little. 
He  had  begged  her  to  let  him  know  first 
thing  in  the  morning  whether  she  could  get 
away  by  the  9.40.  He  wondered  Elsie  could 
be  so  neglectful — ^she,  who  was  generally  so 
thoughtful  and  so  trustworthy.  Moment  after 
moment,  he  watched  and  waited  :  a  letter  must 
surely  come  from  Elsie. 

After  a  while,  Hugh's  access  of  mania — for 
it  was  little  less — cooled  down  somewhat.  He 
began  to  face  the  position  like  a  man.  He 
must  be  calm ;  he  must  be  sane  ;  he  must 
deliberate  sensibly. 

Elsie  was  going  by  the  9.40  ;  and  Warren 
Relf  would  be  there  to  join  her.  "  I'll  meet 
you  at  the  station  at  the  hour  you  mention." 
But  not  unless   Relf   received    that    letter 
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Should  he  ever  receive  it  ?  That  was  the 
question. 

He  glanced  once  more  at  the  envelope — 
torn  hastily  open :  "  Warren  Relf,  Esq., 
Villa  della  Fontana  (Piano  3°)."  Then 
Warren  Relf  was  here,  in  this  self-same  house 
— on  this  very  floor — next  door,  possibly  ! 
He  would  like  to  go  in  and  wring  the  crea- 
ture's neck  for  him ! — But  that  would  be 
rash,  unadvisable — premature,  at  any  rate. 
The  wise  man  dissembles  his  hate — for  a 
while — till  occasion  offers.  Some  other  time. 
With  better  means  and  more  premeditation. 

If  he  wrung  the  creature's  neck  now,  a 
foolish  prejudice  would  hang  him  for  it,  under 
all  the  forms  and  pretences  of  law.  And  that 
would  be  inconvenient — for  then  he  could 
never  marry  Elsie  ! 

How  inconsistent !  that  one  should  be  per- 
mitted to  crush  under  foot  a  lizard  or  an 
adder,  but  be  hanged,  by  a  wretched  travesty 
of  justice,  for  wringing  the  neck  of  that 
noxious  vermin !  He  stamped  with  all  his 
might  upon  the  bolster  (vice  Warren  Relf, 
not  then  producible)  and  gnashed  his  teeth 
in  the  fury  of  his  hatred.     "  Some  day,  my 
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fine  fellow,  it'll  be  your  own  turn,"  he 
muttered  to  himself,  "to  get  really  danced 
upon.  And  when  your  turn  comes,  you  shall 
find  no  mercy." 

Curses,  says  the  proverb,  come  home  to 
roost. 

Again  he  sobered  himself  with  a  violent 
effort.  It  was  hard  to  be  calm  with  Elsie 
alive,  and  Warren  Eelf,  as  yet  unchoked, 
separated  from  him  perhaps  by  no  more  than 
a  thin  lath-and-plaster  partition.  But  the 
circumstances  absolutely  demanded  calmness. 
He  would  restrain  himself;  he  ivould  be 
judicial.  What  ought  he  to  do  m  re  this 
letter  ?  Destroy  it  at  once,  or  serve  it  upon 
the  person  for  whom  it  was  intended  ? 

Happy  thought!  If  he  let  things  take 
their  own  course,  Relf  would  probably  never 
go  down  to  the  station  at  all,  waiting  like  a 
fool  to  hear  from  Elsie  ;  and  then — why,  then, 
he  might  go  himself  and — well — why  not  ? 
— run  away  with  her  himself  offhand  to 
England ! 

There,  now,  would  be  a  dramatic  triumph 
indeed  for  you  !  At  the  very  moment  when 
the   reptile  was  waiting  in  his  lair  for  the 
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heroine,  to  snatch  her  by  one  bold  stroke  from 
his  slimy  grasp,  and  leave  him,  disconsolate, 
to  seek  her  in  vain  in  an  empty  waiting-room  ! 
It  was  splendid  ! — it  was  magnificent !  The 
humour  of  it  made  his  mouth  water. 

But  no!  The  scandal — the  gossip— the 
indecency  !  With  Winifred  dead  in  the  room 
below  !  He  must  shield  Elsie  from  so  grave 
an  imputation.  He  must  bide  his  time.  He 
must  simulate  grief.  He  must  let  a  proper 
conventional  interval  elapse.  Elsie  was  his, 
and  he  must  guard  her  from  evil  tongues  and 
eyes.  He  must  do  nothing  to  compromise 
Elsie. 

Still,  he  might  just  go  to  the  station  to 
meet  her.  To  satisfy  his  eyes.  No  harm  in 
that.  Why  give  the  note  at  all  to  the 
reptile  ? 

But  looking  at  it  impartially,  the  straight 
road  is  always  the  safest.  The  proverb  is 
right.  Honesty  appears  to  be  on  the  whole 
the  best  policy.  He  had  tried  the  crooked 
path  already,  and  found  it  wanting.  Lying 
too  often  incurs  failure.  Henceforth,  he 
would  be  —  reasonably  and  moderately  — 
honest. 


7*" 
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Excess  is  bad  in  f.,ny  direction.  The  wise 
man  will  therefore  avoid  excess,  be  it  either 
on  the  side  of  vice  or  of  virtue.  A  middle 
course  of  eternal  decorum  will  be  found  by 
average  minds  the  most  prudent.  On  this, 
oh,  British  ratepayer,  address  yourself  I 

Hugh  took  from  his  portmanteau  an 
envelope  and  his  writing-case.  With  Elsie's 
torn  envelope  laid  before  him  for  a  model,  he 
exercised  yet  once  more  his  accustomed  skill 
in  imitating  to  the  letter — to  the  very  stroke, 
even — the  turns  and  twists  of  that  sacred 
handwriting.  But  oh,  with  what  different 
feelings  now!  No  longer  dead  Elsie's,  but 
his  living  love's.  She  wrote  it  herself,  that 
very  morning.  Addressed  as  it  was  to  Warren 
Relf,  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips  in  a  fervour  of 
deHght  and  kissed  it  tenderly — for  was  it  not 
Elsie's  ? 

His  beautiful,  pure,  noble-hearted  Elsie  ! 
To  write  to  that  reptile!  And  *' Dearest 
Warren,"  too  1  What  madness !  What  dese- 
cration !     Pah !     It  sickened  him. 

But  it  was  not  for  long.  The  sun  had 
risen.  Before  its  rays  the  lesser  Lucifers 
would  soon  efface  themselves. 

VOL.  III.  T 
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lie  rann^  the  bell,  and  after  the  usual 
aristocratic  Italian  interval,  a  servant  pre- 
sented himself.  Your  Italian  never  shows  a 
vulgar  haste  in  answering  bells.  Hugh 
handed  him  the  letter,  readdressed  to  Warren 
in  a  forged  imitation  of  Elsie's  handwriting, 
and  asked  simply  :  '*  This  gentleman  is  in  the 
pension,  is  he  ?  " 

Luigi  bowed  and  smiled  profusely.  '*  On 
the  same  floor;  next  door,  signor,"  he  answered, 
indicating  the  room  with  a  jerk  of  his  elbow. 
The  Italian  waiter  lacks  polish.  Hugh  noted 
the  gesture  with  British  disapproval.  His 
tastes  were  fine  :  he  disliked  familiarity. 

On  the  same  floor — as  yet  unchoked  !  And 
he  couldn't  2:et  at  him.     Horrible  !  horrible  ! 

Hugh  dared  not  stop  at  the  pension  for 
breakfast.  He  was  afraid  of  meeting  Relf 
face  to  face,  and  till  his  Plan  was  carried  into 
execution — for  he  had  indeed  once  more  a 
Plan — he  thought  it  wisest  and  safest  for  the 
present  to  avoid  him  studiously.  He  wanted 
to  make  sure  with  his  own  two  eyes  that 
Elsie  was  in  very  truth  alive.  The  legal  side 
of  him  craved  evidence.  When  a  woman  has 
been  dead,  undoubtedly  dead,  for  three  long 
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years,  only  ocular  demonstration  in  proprtd 
persona  can  fully  convince  a  reasonable  man 
she  is  quite  resuscitated.  The  age  of  miracles 
is  now  past  :  the  age  of  scepticism  is  here 
upon  us.  Hugh  knevv  too  well,  from  his  own 
private  experience,  that  documentary  evidence 
may  be  but  a  fallible  guide  to  the  facts 
of  history.  Some  brute  might  perhaps  have 
meanly  stooped  to  the  caddish  device  of 
forgery  to  confound  him.  He  wouldn't  have 
forged  for  such  a  purpose  himself:  he  would 
use  that  doubtful  weapon  in  self-defence  only. 
Let  Relf  go  down  to  the  station  by  all  means  : 
he  would  follow  after,  at  a  safe  distance,  or 
go  before,  if  that  seemed  better,  and  on  the 
unimpeachable  authority  of  his  own  retina, 
and  his  own  discriminative  optic  nerves 
make  perfectly  certain  he  saw  Elsie.  Unseen, 
of  course  ;  for  at  present  he  meant  to  keep 
quite  dark.  Elsie  perhaps  would  hardly 
like  to  know  he  had  stolen  away  at  sucli 
a  moment — even  to  see  her — from  dead 
Winifred. 

For  Elsie's  sake  he  must  assume  some 
regret  for  dead  Winifred. 

So   he  told   the   landlady  with  a  sigh   of 
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.scnsihillly  ho  luul  no  lioart  that  morning  to 
ImsIo  his  hrojikfast.  1  To  would  go  and  stroll 
l»y  Iho  t^i^a,-sh()ri>  alone.  Everything  had  been 
arranged  about  llie  poor  signora.  "  What 
grief?"  said  the  landlady.  '*  Look  you, 
liuigi,  he  ean  eat  nothing.'' 

Al  a  shabby  trattoria  in  the  main  street,  he 
i(H>k  his  breaktast — a  sloppy  breakfast ;  but 
tlie  oi^iTee  was  good,  with  the  exquisite  aroma 
(>f  tlie  newlv  roasted  berrv.  and  the  fresh 
fruit  was  reallv  delieious.  On  the  Mediter- 
ranean  sk'^jx^  coffee  and  fresh  fruit  cover  a 
uniltitude  o^  sins.  Wliat  could  vou  have 
nicer,  now,  ihan  these  irreen  fiiirs,  so  daintily 
purpled  on  \\\o  sunny  side,  and  these  small 
wliite  grapes  from  the  local  vineyards  with 
ilieir  faint  undertone  of  muskv  -flavour  ?  The 
olives,  too.  smack  oi  the  basking  soil ;  ''  the 
luscious  irlebe  oi  vine-clad  lands."  he  had 
called  it  himself  in  that  pretty  song  in  *•*  A 
Life's  Philosophy." — He  repeated  the  lines  for 
Ins  own  pleasure,  rolling  them  on  his  palate 
with  va,st  satisfaction,  as  a  oonnoisseur  rolls 
good  old  Madeira : 

*'  My  tliirstr  'bosom  pants  for  punlit  -^jra.teTB, 
And  inscioTis^  git  be  of  T-ine-clad  lands. 
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And   chnntccl   psalms   of   freedom's    bronze-cheeked 
daughters, 
And  sacred  grasp  of  brotherly  hands." 

That  was  written  before  he  knew  Winifred ! 
His  spirits  were  high.  He  enjoyed  his 
breakfast.  A  quarter  to  nine  by  the  big 
church  clock  ;  and  Elsie  goes  at  9.40. 

He  strolled  down  at  his  leisure  to  the  station 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  Fresh  air  and 
sunshine  smiled  at  his  humour.  He  would 
have  liked  to  hide  himself  somewhere,  and 
"  see  unseen,"  like  Paris  with  the  goddesses 
in  the  dells  of  Ida ;  but  stern  fiict  intervened, 
in  the  shape  of  that  rigid  continental  red-tape 
railway  system  which  admits  nobody  to  the 
waiting-rooms  without  the  passport  of  a 
ticket.  He  must  buy  a  ticket  for  form's  sake, 
then,  and  go  a  little  way  on  the  same  line 
with  them ;  just  for  a  station  or  two — say  to 
Monte  Carlo. — He  presented  himself  at  the 
wicket  accordingly,  and  took  a  first  single  as 
far  as  the  Casino. 

In  the  waiting-room  he  lurked  in  a  dark 
corner,  behind  the  bookstall  with  the  paper- 
covered  novels.  Elsie  and  Relf  would  have 
plenty  to  do,  he  shrewdly  suspected,  in  look- 
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iiig  after  their  own  luggage  without  troubh'ng 
their  heads  about  casual  strangers.  So  he 
lurked  and  waited.  The  situation  was  a 
strange  one.  Would  Elsie  turn  up  ?  His 
lieart  stood  still.  After  so  many  years,  after 
so  much  misery,  to  think  he  was  waiting 
ao'ain  for  Elsie ! 

As  each  new-comer  entered  the  waiting- 
room,  his  pulse  leaped  again  with  a  burst  of 
expectation.  The  time  went  slowly  :  9.30, 
9.35,  9.36,  9.37 — would  Elsie  come  in  time 
for  the  9.40? 

A  throb  !  a  jump  ! — alive  !  alive  !  It  was 
Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie ! 

She  never  turned ;  she  never  saw.  She 
walked  on  hastily,  side  by  side  with  Warren, 
the  serpent,  the  reptile.  Hugh  let  her  pass 
out  on  to  the  platform  and  choose  her 
carriage.  His  flood  of  emotion  fairly  over- 
powered him.  Then  he  sneaked  out  with  a 
hangdog  air,  and  selected  another  compart- 
ment for  himself,  a  long  way  behind  Elsie's. 
But  when  once  he  was  seated  in  his  place,  at 
his  ease,  he  let  his  pent-up  feelings  have  free 
play.  He  sat  in  his  corner,  and  cried  for  joy. 
The   tears    followed  one   another   unchecked 
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down  his  cheeks.     Elsie  was  alive !     He  had 
seen  Elsie ! 

The  train  rattled  on  upon  its  way  to  the 
frontier.  Bordighera,  Yentimiglia,  the  Roya, 
the  Nervia,  were  soon  passed.  They  entered 
France  at  the  Pont  St.  Lonis. 

Elsie  was  crying  in  her  carriage  too — 
crying  for  poor  tortured,  heart-broken  Wini- 
fred. And  not  without  certain  pangs  of 
regret  for  Hugh  as  well.  She  had  loved  him 
once,  and  he  was  her  own  cousin.  "  Oh, 
Warren,"  she  cried,  for  they  had  no  others 
with  them  in  their  through-carriage — it  was 
the  season  when  hardly  anybody  travels 
northward — "  how  terribly  he  must  feel  it, 
all  alone  by  himself  in  a  strange  land,  with 
that  poor  dead  girl  that  he  hounded  to 
death  for  his  only  company !  I  can't  bear 
to  think  how  much  he  must  be  suffering. 
Perhaps  at  Marseilles  you'd  better  tele- 
graph to  him  your  profound  sympathy,  and 
tell  him  that  Winifred  said  before  she  died 
— said  earnestly  she  loved  him  and  forgave 
him." 

"  I  will,"  Warren  answered.     ''I  thought 
of  him  myself  not  without  some  qualms  at 
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the  pension  this  morning.  Perhaps  at  times, 
for  your  sake,  knowing  what  you  suffered, 
I've  been  too  harsh  towards  him. — Elsie,  he's 
a  very  heartless  man,  we  both  know ;  but 
even  he  must  surely  feel  this  last  blow,  and 
his  own  guilt  for  it.  We've  never  spoken  of 
him  together  before ;  let's  never  speak  of  him 
together  again.  This  word's  enough.  The 
telegram  shall  be  sent,  and  I  hope  and  trust 
it  will  save  him  something  of  his  self-imposed 
misery.'* 

And  all  the  time,  Hugh  Massinger,  in  his 
own  carriage,  was  thinking — not  of  poor  dead 
Winifred ;  not  of  remorse,  or  regret,  or  peni- 
tence ;  not  of  his  sin  and  the  mischief  it  had 
wrought— but  of  Elsie.     The  bay  of  Mentone 
smiled  lovely  to  his  eyes.     The  crags  of  the 
steep  seaward  scarp  on  the  Cap  Martin  side 
glistened   and   shone   in   the   morning   sun- 
light.    The  rock  of  Monaco  rose  sheer  like 
a  painter's  dream   from  the  sea  in  front  of 
him.     And  as  he  stepped  from  the  carriage 
at  Monte  Carlo  station,  with  the  mountains 
above   and    the    gardens    below,   flooded  by 
the  rich  Mediterranean  sunlight,  he   looked 
about   him   at  the  scene  in   pure    aesthetic 
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delight,  saying  to  himself  in  his  throbbing 
heart  tliat  the  world  after  all  was  very 
beautiful,  and  that  he  might  still  be  happy 
at  last  with  Elsie. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

AT   MOXTE   CARLO. 

Hugh  had  not  had  the  carnage  entirely  to 
himself  all  the  way  ;  a  stranger  got  in  with 
him  at  Mentone  station.  But  so  absorbed 
was  Hugh  in  his  own  thoughts  that  he  hardly 
noticed  the  new-comer's  presence.  Full  of 
Elsie  and  drunk  with  joy,  he  had  utterly 
forgotten  the  man's  very  existence  more  than 
once.  Crying  and  laughing  by  turns  as  he 
went,  he  must  have  impressed  the  stranger 
ahnost  like  a  madman.  He  had  smiled  and 
frowned  and  chuckled  to  himself,  exactly  as 
if  he  had  been  quite  alone;  and  though  he 
saw  occasionally,  with  a  careless  glee,  that 
the  stranger  leaned  back  nervously  in  his 
seat  and  seemed  to  shrink  away  from  him, 
as  if  in  bodily  fear,  he  scarcely  troubled 
his    head   at  all   about   so  insignificant   and 
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unimportant  a  person.  His  soul  was  all 
engrossed  with  Elsie.  What  was  a  casual 
foreigner  to  him,  with  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie, 
recovered  ? 

The   Casino    gardens   were   already   filled 
with      loungers     and      children  —  gamblers' 
children,  in   gay  Parisian   dresses — but   the 
gaming-rooms  themselves  were  not  yet  open. 
Hugh,  who  had  come  there  half  by  accident, 
for  want  of  somewhere  better  to  go,  and  who 
meant  to   return  to  San  Kemo  by  the  first 
train,  strolled  casually  without  any  thought 
to  a  seat  on  the  terrace.     Preoccupied  as  he 
was,  the  loveliness  of  the  place  nevertheless 
took  him  fairly  by  surprise.     His  poet's  soul 
lay  open  to  its  beauty.     He  had  never  visited 
Monte  Carlo  before;  and  even  now  he  had 
merely  mentioned  the  name  at  random  as  the 
first  that   occurred  to  him  when  he  went  to 
take   his   ticket  at  the   San  Kemo  booking- 
office.     He  had  stumbled  upon  it  wholly  by 
chance.     But  he  was  glad  he  had  come;  it 
was  all  so  lovely.     The  smiling  aspect  of  the 
spot   took    his    breath    away    with    wonder. 
And   the   peaceful   air  of  all  that  blue  bay 
soothed   somewhat   his    feverish   excitement 
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at  the  momentous  discovery  that  Elsie,  his 
Elsie,  was  still  living. 

He  gazed  around  him  with  serene  delight. 
This  was  indeed  a  day  of  joyful  surprises. 
The  whole  place  looked  more  like  a  scene  in 
fairyland  in  full  pantomime  time  than  like  a 
prosaic  bit  of  this  workaday  world  of  ours. 
In  front  lay  the  cobalt-blue  Mediterranean, 
broken  on  every  side  into  a  hundred  tiny 
sapphire  inlets.  Behind  him  in  serried  rank 
rose  tier  after  tier  of  Maritime  Alps,  their 
solemn  summits  mysteriously  clouded  in  a 
fleecy  haze.  To  the  left,  on  the  white  rock 
that  stretched  upon  the  bay  as  some  vast 
Miltonic  monster  suns  his  huge  length  on  the 
broad  Atlantic, 

"  How  like  a  gem  the  sea-girt  city 
Of  little  Monaco  basking  glowed." 

He  had  never  before  fully  understood  the 
depth  and  beauty  of  those  lines  of  Tennyson's  : 
he  repeated  them  over  now  musingly  to 
himself,  and  drank  in  their  truthfulness  with 
a  poet's  appreciation.  To  the  right,  the 
green  Italian  shore  faded  away  by  degrees 
into  the  purple  mountains  which  guard  like 
sentinels   the   open   mouth   of    the   Grulf  of 
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Genoa.      Lovely   by  nature,   that  exquisite 
spot — the  fairest,  perhaps,  in  all  Europe — has 
been  made  still  lovelier  by  all  the  resources 
of    human    art.      From    the    water's    edge, 
terraces  of  luscious  tropical  vegetation  rise 
one  after  another  in  successive  steps  towards 
the   grand   fa9ade   of  the   gleaming  Casino, 
divided    from   one   another   by   parapets    of 
marble   balustrades,  and  connected   together 
from    place    to    place    by   broad    flights   of 
Florentine   staircases.     Fantastic  clusters   of 
palms  and  aloes,  their  base  girt  round  with 
rare   exotic   flowers,  thrust  themselves   cun- 
ningly into  the  foreground  of  every  beautiful 
view,  so  that  the  visitor  looks  out  upon  the 
bay  and  the  mountains  through  artistic  vistas 
deftly  arranged   in   the  very  spot  where   a 
Tuscan  painter's  exuberant  fancy  would  have 
wished    to   set    them   for   scenic   effect.     To 
Warren  Relf,  to  be  sure,  Monte  Carlo  seemed 
always  too  meretriciously  obtrusive  to  deserve 
his  pencil ;    but  to  Hugh  Massinger's  more 
gorgeous  oriental   taste  it  revealed   itself  at 
once  in  brilliant  colours  as  a  dream  of  beauty 
and  a  glimpse  of  Paradise. 

From   the  bench  where  he  sat,  he  gazed 
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across  to  Monaco  past  a  feathery  knot  of 
droo|)ing  date  branches  :  he  caught  a  glimpse 
of  Bordighera  on  the  other  side  through  a 
graceful  framework  of  spreading  dracoenas 
and  quaint  symmetrical  rosettes  of  fan-palms. 
The  rock  itself  delighted  and  rejoiced  his 
poet's  soul :  his  fancy,  quickened  by  that 
day's  adventures,  saw  in  it  a  thousand  strange 
similitudes.  Now  it  was  a  huge  petrified 
whale,  his  back  rising  two  hundred  feet  or 
more  above  the  water's  edge :  and  now  it 
was  some  gigantic  extinct  saurian,  his  head 
turned  toward  the  open  sea,  and  his  tail  just 
lashing  the  last  swell  of  the  mainland  at  the 
narrow  isthmus  where  it  joined  the  mountains. 
Perched  on  its  summit  stood  the  tinv  town, 
with  its  red-tiled  houses  and  clamberino: 
Streets,  and  the  mediaeval  bastions  of  its  petty 
Prince's  dispro portioned  palace.  Through 
that  clear  Italian  air  he  could  see  it  all  with 
the  utmost  distinctness — the  tall  gray  tower 
with  its  Mauresque  battlements,  the  long- 
white  fa9ade  with  its  marble  pillars,  the  tiny 
Place  d'Armes  with  its  rows  of  plane-trees, 
its  dozen  brass  cannon,  and  its  military  forces 
engaged  that  moment  before  his  very  eyes  in 


AT  MONTE   CARLO.  151) 

duly  performing  their  autumn  manceuvres. 
For  the  entire  strength  Ox  the  Monegasque 
army  was  deploying  just  then  before  his 
languidly  attentive  vision  :  anything  more 
grotesque  than  its  potty  evolutions  he  had 
never  before  beheld — outside  an  opera  bouffe 
of  Offenbach's.  Twenty  fantastically  dressed 
soldiers,  of  various  sizes,  about  one-half  of 
whom  were  apparently  officers,  composed  the 
entire  princely  service  ;  and  they  went  through 
their  mock-drill  with  a  mixture  of  gravity 
and  casual  nonchalance  which  made  Hugh, 
who  observed  them  from  a  distance  through 
his  pocket  field-glass,  smile  in  spite  of  himself 
at  the  ridiculous  ceremonial — it  recalled  so 
absurdly  the  "  Grand  Duchess  of  Grerolstein." 
He  laughed  a  soft  little  laugh  below  his 
breath :  he  was  blithe  to-day,  for  Winifred 
was  dead,  and  he  had  seen  Elsie. 

He  looked  away  next  to  the  nearer  fore- 
ground. The  dreamland  of  Monte  Carlo 
floated  in  morning  lights  before  his  enchanted 
eyes.  The  great  and  splendid  turreted 
Casino,  the  exquisite  green  lawns  and  gardens, 
the  brilliant  rows  of  shops  and  cafes,  the 
picturesque  villas   dotted   up  and   down  the 
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smooth  and  English-looking  sward,  the  Italian 
terraces  with  their  marble  steps,  the  glorious 
luxuriance  of  waving  palm-trees,  massive 
agaves,  thick  clustering  yucca  blossoms,  and 
heavy  breadths  of  tropical  foliage — all  alike 
fired  and  delighted  his  poetical  nature.  The 
bright  blue  of  Mediterranean  seas,  the  dazzling 
white  of  Mediterranean  sunshine,  the  brilliant 
russet  of  Mediterranean  roofs,  soothed  and 
charmed  his  too  exalted  mood.  He  needed 
repose,  beauty,  and  nature.  He  looked  at 
his  watch  and  consulted  the  little  local  time- 
table he  had  bought  at  San  Remo. — After 
all,  why  return  to  that  \one\y  pension  and  to 
dead  Winifred  so  very  soon  ?  It  was  better 
to  be  here — here,  where  all  was  bright  and 
gay  and  lively.  He  might  sit  in  the  gardens 
all  day  long  and  return  by  the  last  train 
to-night  to  Winifred.  No  need  to  report 
himself  now  any  longer.  He  was  free,  free  : 
he  v/ould  stop  at  Monte  Carlo. 

Why  leave,  indeed,  that  glorious  spot,  the 
loveliest  and  deadliest  siren  of  our  civiliza- 
tion? He  felt  his  spirit  easier  here,  with 
those  great  gray  crags  frowning  down  upon 
him   from  above,  and  those   exquisite   bays 
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smiling  up  at  him  from  below.  Nature  and 
art  had  here  combined  to  woo  and  charm 
him.  It  seemed  like  a  poet's  midsummer 
dream,  crystallized  into  lasting  and  solid 
reality  by  some  gracious  wave  of  Titania's 
wand. 

He  murmured  to  himself  those  lines  from 
the  "  Daisy  "  : — 

"  Nor  knew  we  well  what  pleased  us  most ; 
Not  the  dipt  palm  of  which  they  boast ; 

But  distant  colour,  happy  hamlet, 
A  moulder'd  citadel  on  the  coast : 

"  Or  tower,  or  high  hill-convent,  seen 
A  light  amid  its  olives  green ; 

Or  olive-hoary  cape  in  ocean ; 
Or  rosy  blossom  in  hot  ravine." 

Exquisite  lines  !  He  looked  across  to  Cap 
Martin  and  understood  them  all.  Then  his 
own  verses  on  his  first  Italian  tour  came  back 
with  a  burst  of  similarity  to  his  memory. 
In  his  exultation  and  unnatural  excitement 
he  had  the  audacity  to  compare  them  with 
Tennyson's  own.  Why  might  not  be,  too, 
build  at  last  that  mansion  he  had  talked 
about  long,  long  ago,  on  the  summit  of 
Parnassus? 

VOL,  in.  jl 
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'*I  found  it  not.  where  solemn  Alps  and  gray 
Draw  purple  glories  from  the  new-born  day ; 

Nor  where  huge  sombre  pines  loom  overhanging 
Niagara's  rainbow  spray. 

*'  Nor  in  loud  psalms,  whose  palpitating  strain 
Thrills  the  vast  dome  of  Buonarotti's  fane  : 

On  canvas  quick  with  Guido's  earnest  passion, 
Or  Titian's  statelier  vein." 

Tennyson  indeed  !  Who  prates  about  Tenny- 
son ?  Were  not  his  own  sonorous  round- 
mouthed  verses  worth  every  bit  as  much  as 
many  Tennysons  ?  He  repeated  them  over 
lovingly  to  himself.  The  familiar  ring  in- 
toxicated his  soul.  He  was  a  poet  too.  He 
would  yet  make  a  fortune,  for  himself  and 
for  Elsie  1 

Echoes,  echoes,  mere  echoes  all  of  them ! 
But  to  Hugh  Massinger,  in  his  parental 
blindness,  quite  as  good  and  true  as  their 
inspired  originals.  So  the  minor  poet  for 
ever  deceives  himself. 

Guido,  to  be  sure,  he  now  knew  to  be 
feeble.  He'd  outlived  Gruido,  and  reached 
Botticelli.  Not  that  the  one  preference  was 
any  profounder  or  truer  at  bottom  than  the 
other;  but  fashi:)n  had  changed,  and  he 
himself   had    changed   with    it.     He   wrote 
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those  verses  long,  long  ago.  In  those  days 
Guido  was  not  yet  exploded.  He  wished  he 
could  find  now  some  good  disyllabic  early 
Italian  name  (with  the  accent  on  the  first) 
that  would  suit  modern  taste  and  take  the 
place  in  the  verse  of  that  too  tell-tale  Guido. 

For  Elsie  was  alive,  and  he  must  be  a  poet 
still.  He  must  build  up  a  fortune  for  himself 
and  for  Elsie. 

Somebody  touched  his  elbow  as  he  sat 
there.  He  looked  up,  not  without  some 
passing  tinge  of  annoyance.  What  a  bore 
to  be  discovered !  He  didn't  want  to  be 
disturbed  or  recognized  just  then — at  Monte 
Carlo — and  with  Winifred  lying  dead  on  her 
bed  at  San  Eemo  ! 

It  was  a  desultory  London  club  acquaint- 
ance— a  member  of  the  Savage — and  with 
him  was  the  man  who  had  come  with  Hucrh 
in  the  train  from  Men  tone. 

"  Hullo,  Massinger,"  the  desultory  Savage 
observed  complacently :  "  who'd  have  ever 
thought  of  meeting  you  here.  Down  in  the 
South  for  the  winter,  or  on  a  visit  ?  Come 
for    pleasure,   or    is    your   wife   with    you  ? 
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Wliitestrand   too   much  for  you  in  a  foggy 
English  November,  eh  ?  " 

Hugh  made  up  his  mind  at  once  to  his 
course  of  action  :  he  would  say  not  a  single 
word  about  Winifred.  "  On  a  visit,"  he 
answered,  with  some  slight  embarrassment. 
"  I  expect  to  stop  only  a  week  or  two."  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  it  was  not  his  intention  to 
remain  very  long  after  Winifred's  funeral. 
Tie  was  in  haste,  as  things  stood,  to  return  to 
England — and  Elsie. — "  I  came  over  with 
your  friend  from  Men  tone  this  morning. 
Lock." 

"  And  he  took  you  for  a  maniac,  my  dear 
boy,"  the  other  answered  with  a  quiet  smile. 
*'  I've  duly  explained  to  him  that  you  are  not 
mad,  most  noble  Massinger ;  you're  only  a 
poet.  The  terms,  though  nearly,  are  not 
quite  synonymous."  Then  he  added  in 
French  :  "  Let  me  introduce  you  now  to  one 
another.  M.  le  Lieutenant  Fedor  Raff  ale  vsky, 
of  the  Russian  navy." 

M.  Raffalevsky  bowed  politely.  "  I  fear. 
Monsieur,"  he  said  with  a  courtly  air,  "  I 
caused  you  some  slight  surprise  and  discom- 
fort by  my  peculiar  demeanour  in  the  train 
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this  morning. — To  tell  you  the  truth,  your 
attitude  discomposed  me.  I  was  coming  to 
Monte  Carlo  to  join  in  the  play,  and  I  carried 
no  less  a  sum  for  the  purpose  than  three 
hundred  thousand  francs  about  my  body. 
Not  knowing  I  had  to  deal  with  a  person  of 
honour,  I  felt  somewhat  nervous,  you  may 
readily  conceive,  as  to  your  muttered  remarks 
and  apparent  abstraction.  Figure  to  yourself 
my  situation.  So  much  money  makes  one 
naturally  fanciful !  Monsieur,  I  trust,  will 
have  the  goodness  to  forgive  me." 

"  To  say  the  truth,"  Hugh  answered 
frankly,  "  I  was  so  much  absorbed  in  my  own 
thoughts  that  I  scarcely  noticed  any  little 
hesitation  you  may  have  happened  to  express 
in  your  looks  and  manner.  Three  hundred 
thousand  francs  is  no  doubt  a  very  large  sum. 
Why,  it's  twelve  thousand  pounds  sterling — 
isn't  it.  Lock  ? — You  mean  to  try  your  luck, 
then,  en  gros,  Monsieur  ?  " 

The  Eussian  smiled.  "  For  once,"  he 
answered,  nodding  his  head  good-humouredly. 
"  I  have  a  system,  I  believe ;  an  infalHble 
system.  Fm  a  mathematician  myself  by 
taste   and  habit.     I've   invented  a  plan  for 
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tricking  fortune — the  only  safe  one  ever  yet 
discovered." 

Hugh  shook  his  head  almost  mechanically. 
"  All  systems  alike  are  equally  bad,"  he 
I'eplied  in  a  politely  careless  tone.  Gambler 
as  he  had  always  been  by  nature,  he  had  too 
much  common  sense  to  believe  in  martingales. 
"  The  bank's  bound  to  beat  you  in  the  long 
run,  you  know.  It  has  the  deepest  purse, 
agid  must  win  in  the  end,  if  you  go  on  long 
enough." 

The  Eussian's  face  wore  a  calm  expression 
of  superior  wisdom.  "/  know  better,"  he 
answered  quietly.  "  I've  worked  for  years 
nt  the  doctrine  of  chances.  I've  calculated 
the  odds  to  ten  places  of  decimals.  If  I 
hadn't,  do  you  think  I'd  risk  three  hundred 
thousand  francs  on  the  mere  turn  of  a 
wretched  roulette  table  ?  " 

The  doors  of  the  Casino  were  now  open, 
and  players  were  beginning  to  crowd  the 
gambling  rooms.  "  Let's  go  in  and  watch 
him,"  Lock  suggested  in  English.  "  There 
can  be  no  particular  harm  in  looking  on. 
I'm  not  a  player  myself,  like  you,  Massinger ; 
but  I  want  to  see  whether  this  fellow  really 
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wins  or  loses.  He  believes  in  liis  own  system 
most  profoundly,  I  observe.  He's  a  very 
nice  chap,  the  Paymaster  of  the  Russian 
Mediterranean  squadron.  I  picked  him  up 
at  the  Cercle  Nautique  at  Nice  last  week  ; 
and  he  and  I  have  been  going  everywhere  in 
my  yacht  ever  since  together." 

"  All  right,"  Hugh  answered,  with  the 
horrible  new-born  careless  glee  of  his  recent 
emancipation.  "  I  don't  mind  twopence  what 
I  do  to-day.  Vogue  la  galere  !  I'm  game 
for  anything,  from  pitch-and-toss  to  man- 
slaughter." He  never  suspected  himself  how 
true  those  casual  words  of  the  stock  slang 
expression  were  soon  to  become.  Pitch-and- 
toss  first,  and  afterwards  manslaughter. 

They  strolled  round  together  to  the  front 
of  the  Casino,  that  stately  building  in  the 
gaudiest  Hausmannized  Parisian  style,  planted 
plump  down  with  grotesque  incongruity 
beneath  the  lofty  crags  of  the  Maritime  Alps. 
The  palace  of  sin  faces  a  large  and  handsome 
open  square,  with  greensward  and  fountains 
and  parterres  of  flowers ;  and  all  around 
stand  coquettish  shops,  laid  temptingly  out 
with  bonnets  and  jewelry  and  aesthetic  pro- 
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ducts  ;  for  people  who  win  largely  disburse 
freely,  and  many  ladies  hover  about  the 
grounds,  with  fashionable  dresses  and  shady 
antecedents,  by  no  means  slow  to  share  the 
good  fortune  of  the  lucky  and  all  too  generous 
hero  of  the  day.  Hugh  mounted  the  entrance 
staircase  with  the  rest  of  the  crowd,  and 
pushed  through  the  swinging  glass  doors  of 
the  Casino.  Within,  they  came  upon  the 
large  and  spacious  vestibule,  its  roof  sup- 
ported by  solid  marble  and  porphyry  pillars. 
Presentation  of  their  cards  secured  them  the 
right  of  entry  to  the  salles  de  jeu,  for  every- 
thing is  free  at  Monte  Carlo — except  the 
tables.  You  may  go  in  and  out  of  the  rooms 
as  you  please,  and  enjoy  for  nothing — so  long 
as  you  are  not  fool  enough  to  play — the  use 
of  two  hundred  European  newspapers,  and 
the  music  of  a  theatre,  where  a  splendid  band 
discourses  hourly  to  all  comers  the  enlivening 
str.  'ns  of  Strauss  and  of  Gungl.  But  all  that 
is  the  merest  prelude.  The  play  itself,  whicli 
forms  the  solid  core  of  the  entire  entertain- 
ment, takes  place  in  the  gambling  saloons  on 
the  left  of  the  Casino. 

Furnished  with   their  indispensable   little 
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ticket  of  introduction,  the  three  new-comers 
entered  the  rooms,  and  took  their  place 
tentatively  by  one  of  the  tables.  The 
Russian,  selecting  a  seat  at  once,  addressed 
himself  to  the  task  like  one  well  accustomed 
to  systematic  gambling.  Hugh  and  his 
acquaintance  Lock  stood  idly  behind,  to  watch 
the  outcome  of  his  infallible  method. 

And  all  the  time,  alone  at  San  Remo, 
Winifred's  body  lay  on  the  solitary  bed  of 
death,  attended  only  at  long  intervals  by  the 
waiting-women  and  landlady  of  the  shabby 
pensLn, 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

"  LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN,  MAKE  YOUR  GAME  !" 

Though  play  had  only  just  begun  when  Hugh 
and  his  companions  entered  the  saloon,  the 
rooms  were  already  pretty  well  crowded  with 
regular  visitors,  who   came   early  to   secure 
their  accustomed  seats,  and  who  leant  forward 
with  big  rolls  of  gold  piled  high  in  columns 
on  the  table  before  them,  marking  down  with 
a  dot  on  their  tablets  the  winning  numbers, 
and  staking  their  twenty  or  thirty  napoleons 
with  mechanical  calmness   on  every  turn  of 
that  fallacious   whirligig.     Hugh   had   often 
heard  or  read  sensational  descriptions  of  the 
eagerness    depicted    upon    every    face,    the 
anxious  gaze,  the  rapt  attention,  the  obvious 
fascination  of  the  game  for  its  votaries  ;    but 
what  struck  liim  rather  on  the  first  blush  of 
it  all  was  the  exact  opposite  :  the  stolid  in- 
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difftreiico  with  wliicli  men  and  women  alike, 
inured  to  the  varying  chances  of  the  board, 
lost  or  won  a  couple  of  do^en  pounds  or  so  on 
each  jump  of  the  pea,  as  though  it  were  a 
matter  of  the  supremest  unconcern  to  them  in 
their  capacity  of  gamblers  whether  they  or 
the  bank  happened  to  take  up  each  particular 
little  heap  of  money.  They  seemed,  indeed, 
to  be  mostly  rich  and  blase  people,  suffering 
from  a  chronic  plethora  of  the  purse,  who 
could  afford  to  throw  away  their  gold  like 
water,  and  who  threw  it  away  carelessly  out 
of  pure  wantonness,  for  the  sake  of  the  small 
modicum  of  passing  excitement  yielded  by 
the  uncertainty  to  their  jaded  palates. 

One  player  in  particular  Hugh  watched 
closely — an  austere-looking  man  with  the  air 
and  carriage  of  a  rural-dean — to  detect  if 
possible  some  trace  of  emotion  in  his  eyes  or 
muscles.  He  could  observe  none  ;  the  man's 
features  were  rigid  as  if  carved  in  stone.  A 
slight  twitching  of  the  fingers  from  time  to  time 
perhaps  faintly  betrayed  internal  excitement ; 
but  that  was  all.  The  clear-cut  face  and  thin 
lips  moved  no  more  than  the  busts  of  those 
Ehzabethan   Meyseys,    hewn    in    marble    or 
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carved  in  wood,  in  the  cold  chancel  at  sand- 
swept  Whitestrand. 

Nevertheless,  he  remarked  with  surprise 
from  the  very  first  moment  that  even  at  that 
early  hour  of  the  morning,  when  the  day's 
work  had  hardly  yet  got  well  under  weigh, 
the  rooms,  though  large  and  lofty,  were  past 
all  belief  hot  and  close,  doubtless  from  the 
strange  number  of  feverish  human  hearts  and 
lungs,  all  throbbing  and  panting  their  sup- 
pressed excitement,  in  that  single  Casino,  and 
warming  the  air  with  their  internal  fires. 
He  raised  his  eyes  and  glanced  for  a  moment 
around  the  saloon.  It  was  spacious  and 
handsome,  after  its  own  gaudy  fashion,  richly 
decorated  in  the  Mauresque  style  of  the 
Spanish  Alhambra,  though  with  far  less  taste 
and  harmony  of  colour  than  in  the  restorations 
to  which  his  eye  had  been  long  familiarized 
in  London  and  Sydenham.  At  Monte  Carlo, 
to  say  the  truth,  a  certain  subdued  tinge  of 
vulgar  garishness  just  mars  the  native  purity 
of  the  style  into  perfect  accord  with  the 
nature  and  purposes  of  that  temple  of  Mammon 
in  his  vilest  avatar. 

Hugh,  however,  for  his  part  had  no  scruples 
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in  the  matter  of  gambling.  He  gazed  up 
and  down  at  the  ten  or  twelve  roulette  tables 
that  crowded  the  salles  de  jeii,  with  the  utmost 
complacency.  He  liked  play,  and  it  diverted 
him  to  watch  it,  especially  when  the  man  he 
meant  to  observe  was  the  propounder  of  a 
new  and  infallible  system.  Infallible  systems 
are  always  interesting  :  they  collapse  with  a 
crash — amusing  to  everybody  except  their  pro- 
pounder. He  bent  his  eyes  closely  upon  the 
hands  of  the  Russian,  who  had  now  pulled 
out  his  roll  of  gold  and  silver,  and  was  eagerly 
beginning  to  back  his  chosen  numbers,  doubt- 
less with  the  blind  and  stupid  confidence  of 
the  infatuated  system-monger. 

Raffalevsky,  however,  played  a  cautious 
opening.  He  started  modestly  with  four 
five-franc  pieces,  distributed  about  on  a  distinct 
plan,  and  each  of  them  staked  on  a  separate 
number.  The  five-franc  piece,  in  fact,  is  the 
minimum  coin  permitted  to  show  its  face  on 
those  aristocratic  tables ;  and  six  thousand 
francs  is  the  maximum  sum  which  the  bank 
allows  any  one  player  to  hazard  on  a  single 
twist  of  the  roulette  :  between  these  extreme 
limits,  all  possible  systems  must  needs  confine 
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themselves,  so  that  the  common  martingale  of 
doubling    the    stakes    at    each    unsuccessful 
throw   becomes   here   practically   impossible. 
Raffalevsky's  play  had  been  carefully  calcu- 
lated.    Hugh,  who  was  already  well  versed 
in  the  mvsteries  of  roulette,  could  see  at  a 
glance  that  the  Russian  had  really  a  method 
in  his  madness.     He  was  working  on  strict 
mathematical     principles.       Sometimes      he 
divided  or  decreased  his  stake  ;  sometimes,  at 
a  bound,  he  trebled  or  quadrupled  it.     Some- 
times he  plunged  on  a  single  number ;   some- 
times for  several   turns  together  he  steadily 
backed  either  red  or  black,  pair  or  impair. 
But  on  the  whole,  by   hap   or  cunning,   he 
really  seemed  to  be  winning   rapidly.     His 
sustained  success   made  Hugh  more  anxious 
than  ever  to  watch  his  play.     It  was  clear  he 
had  invented  a  genuine   system.     Might   it 
be  after  all,  as  he  said,  an  infallible  one  ? 

If  only  Hugh  could  find  it  out !  He  must, 
he  would  marry  Elsie.  How  grand  to  marry 
her,  a  rich  man  !  He  would  love  to  lay  at 
Elsie's  feet  a  fortune  worthy  of  his  beautiful 
Elsie. 

Things  were  all  changed    now.     He  had 
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something  to  live,  to  work,  to  gamble  for! 
If  only  he  could  say  to  his  recovered  Elsie : 
"  Take  me,  rich,  famous,  great — take  me,  and 
Whitestrand,  no  longer  sand-swept.  I  lay  it 
all  in  your  lap  for  your  gracious  acceptance — 
these  piles  of  gold — these  heaps  of  coins  !  " 
But  he  had  nothing,  nothing,  save  the  few 
napoleons  he  carried  about  him.  If  he  had 
but  the  Eussian's  twelve  thousand  pounds 
now  !  he  would  play  and  win — win  a  fortune 
at  a  stroke  for  his  darling  Elsie. 

Fired  with  the  thought,  he  watched 
Raffalevsky  more  closely  than  ever.  In  time, 
he  began  to  perceive  by  degrees  upon  what 
principle  the  money  was  so  regularly  lost  and 
won.  It  Vv'as  a  good  principle,  mathematically 
correct.  Hugh  worked  it  out  hastily  on  the 
back  of  an  envelope.  Yes,  in  one  hundred 
and  twenty  chances  out  of  one  hundred  and 
thirty-seven,  a  man  ought  to  win  ten  louis  a 
turn,  against  seven  lost,  on  an  average  reckon- 
ing. At  last,  Raffalevsky,  after  several  good 
hazards,  laid  down  five  louis  boldly  upon  24. 
Hugh  touched  his  shoulder  with  a  gentle 
band.  "  Wrong,"  he  murmured  in  French. 
"  You  make  a  mistake  there.     You  abandon 
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your  principle.  You  ought  to  have  backed 
27  this  time." 

The  Russian  looked  back  at  him  with  an 
angry  smile ;  so  slight  a  scratch  at  once 
brought  out  the  Tartar.  **  Back  it  yourself, 
then,  Monsieur,"  he  said  sullenly.  ''  I  make 
my  own  game. — Pray,  don't  interrupt  me. 
If  your  calculations  go  so  very  deep,  put  your 
own  money  down,  and  try  your  luck  against 
me.  My  principles,  when  I  first  discovered 
them,  were  not  worked  out  on  the  back  of  an 
envelope." 

The  gibe  offended  Hugh.  In  a  second  he 
saw  that  the  fellow  was  wrong  :  he  was  mis- 
interpreting the  nature  of  his  own  discovery. 
He  had  neglected  one  obvious  element  of  the 
problem.  The  error  was  mathematical :  Hugh 
snapped  at  it  mentally  with  his  keen  percep- 
tion— he  had  taken  a  first  in  mathematics  at 
Oxford — and  noted  at  once  that  if  the  Russian 
pursued  his  present  course  for  many  turns 
together  he  was  certain  before  long  to  go 
under  hopelessly.  For  the  space  of  one  deep 
breath  he  hesitated  and  held  back.  What 
was  the  use  of  gambling  with  no  capital  to 
go  upon  ?    Then,  more  for  the  sake  of  proving 
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himself  right  than  of  winning  money,  he 
dived  into  his  pocket  with  a  sudden  resolu- 
tion, and  drawing  forth  five  napoleons  from 
his  scanty  purse,  laid  them  without  a  word 
on  27,  and  awaited  patiently  the  result  of  his 
action. 

^'The  game  is  made,"  the  croupier  called 
out  as  Hugh  withdrew  his  hand.  After  that 
warning  signal,  no  stakes  can  be  further 
received  or  altered.  Whir-r-r  went  the 
roulette.  The  pea  span  round  with  whizzing 
speed.  Hugh  looked  on,  all  eager,  in  a  fever 
of  suspense.  He  half  regretted  he  had  backed 
27.  He  was  sure  to  lose.  The  cliances,  after 
all,  were  so  enormous  against  him.  Thirty- 
six  to  one  !  If  you  win,  it's  a  fluke.  What 
a  fool  he  had  been  to  run  the  risk  of  making 
himself  look  small  in  this  gratuitous  way 
before  the  cold  eyes  of  that  unfeeling  Russian. 

He  knew  he  was  right,  of  course  :  27  was 
the  system.  But  a  sensible  system  never 
hangs  upon  a  single  throw.  It  depends  upon 
a  long  calculation  of  chances.  You  must  let 
one  risk  balance  another.  Raffalevsky  had 
twelve  thousand  pounds  to  fall  back  upon.  If 
he  failed  once,  to  him  that  didn't  matter  :  he 
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could  go  on  still  and  recoup  himself  in  the 
end  by  means  of  the  system.  Only  under 
such  circumstances  of  a  full  purse  can  any 
method  of  gambling  ever  by  any  possibility 
be  worth  anything.  Broken  reeds  at  the 
best,  even  for  a  Rothschild,  they  must  almost 
necessarily  pierce  the  hand  that  leans  upon 
them  if  it  ventures  to  try  them  on  a  petty 
scrap  of  pocket  capital.  And  Hugh's  capital 
was  grotesquely  scrappy  for  such  a  large 
venture — he  had  only  some  seventy-five 
pounds  about  him. 

How  swift  is  thought,  and  how  long  a  time 
it  seemed  before  the  pea  jumped  !  He  had 
reasoned  out  all  this,  and  a  thousand  fold 
more,  in  his  own  mind  with  lightning  speed 
while  that  foolish  wheel  was  still  whirlin<:' 
and  spinning.  K  he  won  at  all,  it  could  only 
be  by  a  rare  stroke  of  fickle  fortune.  Thirty- 
six  to  one  were  the  odds  against  him  !  And 
if  he  lost,  he  must  either  leave  off  at  once,  or 
else,  in  accordance  with  the  terms  of  the 
system,  stake  ten  louis  next  turn  on  14,  or 
nine  louis  on  odd  or  even.  At  that  rate,  his 
poor  little  capital  would  soon  be  exhausted. 
How  he  longed  for  Eaffalevsky's  twelve  thou- 
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s.itkI  to  draw  upon.  He  would  feel  so  small 
it'  27  lost.  And  if  there  was  anything  on 
earth  that  Hugh  Massinger  hated  it  was 
feeling  small  :  the  sense  of  ignominy,  and  its 
opposite  the  feeling  of  personal  dignity,  were 
deeply  rooted  in  the  very  base  and  core  of  his 
selfish  nature. 

At  last  the  pea  jumped.  A  breathless 
second !  The  croupier  looked  over  at  it  and 
watched  its  fall.  "  Yingt-sept,"  he  cried  in 
his  stereotyped  tone.  Hugh's  heart  leapt  up 
with  a  sudden  wild  bound.  The  fever  of 
play  had  seized  on  him  now.  He  had  won  at 
a  stroke — a  hundred  and  seventy-five  louis. 

Here  was  a  capital  indeed  upon  which  to 
begin.  He  would  back  his  own  system  with 
this  against  Raffalevsky's.  Or  rather,  he 
would  back  Raffalevsky's  discovery,  as  rightly 
apprehended  and  worked  out  by  himself, 
against  Raffalevsky's  discovery  as  wrongly 
applied  and  distorted  through  an  essential 
error  of  detail  by  its  original  inventor. 

It  was  system  pitted  against  system  now. 
The  croupier  raked  in  the  scattered  gold 
heaped  on  the  various  cabalistic  numbers, 
squares,  and  diamonds — and  amongst  them, 
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Ilaffalevsky's  five  napoleons  upon  24.  Then 
he  paid  the  lucky  plovers  their  g-ains;  counting 
out  three  thousand  five  hundred  francs  with 
pi-actised  ease,  and  lianding  them  to  Hugh, 
who  was  one  among  the  principal  winners  by 
that  particular  turn.  In  two  minutes  more, 
the  board  was  cleared  ;  the  wooden  cue  had 
hauled  in  all  the  bank's  receipts;  the  fortunate 
players  had  added  their  winnings  to  the  heap 
before  them  ;  and  all  was  ready  for  a  further 
venture.  "  Messieurs  et  mesdames,  fiiites  le 
jeu,"  the  harsh  voice  of  the  croupier  cried 
mechanically.  The  players  laid  down  their 
stakes  once  more ;  the  croupier  waited  the 
accustomed  interval.  "  Le  jeu  est  fait,  rien  ne 
va  plus,"  he  cried  at  last ;  and  the  pea  again 
went  buzzing  and  whizzing.  Hugh  was 
hacking  his  system  this  time  on  the  regular 
rule :  three  louis  on  the  left-hand  row  of 
numbers. 

He  lost.  That  was  but  a  small  matter,  of 
course.  He  had  won  to  begin  with  ;  and  a 
stroke  of  luck  at  the  first  outset  is  responsible 
for  the  greater  part  of  the  most  reckless  play- 
ing. Time  after  time  he  staked  and  played 
— staked    and    played — staked    and    played 
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again,  sometimes  losing,  sometimes  winning ; 
but  on  the  whole,  the  system,  as  he  had 
anticipated,  proved  fairly  trustworthy.  The 
delirium  of  play  had  taken  full  possession  of 
him,  body  and  soul,  by  this  time.  He  was 
piling  up  gold ;  piling  it  fast ;  how  flist,  he 
never  stopped  to  think  or  count :  enough  for 
him  that  the  system  won  :  as  long  as  it  won, 
what  waste  of  time  at  a  critical  moment  to 
stop  and  reckon  the  extent  of  his  fortune. 

He  only  knew  that  every  now  and  then  he 
thrust  a  fresh  handful  of  gold  or  notes  into 
his  pocket — for  Elsie — and  went  on  playing 
with  feverish  eagerness  with  the  residue  of 
his  winnings  left  upon  the  table. 

By  two  o'clock,  however,  he  began  to  get 
hungry.  This  sort  of  excitement  takes  it 
rapidly  out  of  a  man.  Lock  had  disappeared 
from  the  scene  long  since.  He  wanted  some- 
body to  go  and  feed  with.  So  he  leaned  over 
and  whispered  casually  to  Raffalevsky  :  "  Shall 
we  turn  out  now  and  take  a  mouthful  or  two 
of  lunch  together  ?  " 

Raffalevsky  looked  back  at  him  with  a  pale 
face.  "  As  you  will,"  he  said  wearily.  ''  I'm 
tired  of  this  play.     Losses,  losses  all  along 
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the  line.  The  system  breaks  down  here  and 
there,  I  find,  in  actual  practice." 

So  Hugh  had  observed  with  a  placid  smile 
for  the  last  hour  or  two. 

They  left  the  tables,  and  strolled  across 
the  square  to  the  stately  portals  of  the  Hotel 
de  Paris.  Hugh  was  in  excellent  spirits 
indeed.  "  Permit  me  to  constitute  myself 
the  host,  monsieur,"  he  said  with  his  courtliest 
air  to  Eaffalevsky.  He  had  won  heavily 
now,  and  was  in  a  humour  on  all  grounds  to 
spend  his  winnings  with  princely  magnificence. 

The  Russian  bowed.  "  You  are  very 
kind,  monsieur,"  he  answered  with  a  smile. 
Then  he  added,  half  apologetically,  at  the 
end  of  a  pause :  *'  And  after  all,  it  was  ray 
own  system." 

The  carte  was  tempting,  and  money  was 
cheap — cheaper  than  in  London.  Hugh 
ordered  the  most  sumptuous  and  recherche 
of  luncheons,  with  wine  to  match,  on  a 
millionaire  scale,  and  they  sat  down  together 
at  the  luxurious  tables  of  that  lordly 
restaurant.  While  they  waited  for  their  red 
mullet,  Hugh  pulled  out  a  stray  handful  of 
notes  and  gold  and  began  to  count  up  the 
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extent  of  liis  winnings.  He  trembled  himselF 
when  he  saw  to  how  very  large  a  sum  the 
total  amounted.  He  had  pocketed  no  less 
in  that  short  time  than  fourteen  hundred 
louis !  Fools  that  plod  and  toil  and  moil  in 
London  for  a  long,  long  year  upon  halt*  that 
pittance  !  How  he  pitied  and  despised  them  ! 
In  three  brief  hours,  by  the  aid  of  a  system, 
he  had  won  offhand  fourteen  hundred  louis ! 

He  mentioned  the  sum  of  his  winnings 
with  bated  breath  to  the  unsympathetic 
Russian.  Raffalevsky  bit  his  lip  with  un- 
disguised jealousy.  "  And  I,"  he  said  curtly, 
in  a  cold  voice,  "  have  dropped  sixteen 
hundred." 

It's  wonderful  with  what  placid  depths  of 
heroism  the  winners  can  endure  the  losses  of 
the  losers.  "  Never  mind,  my  friend,"  Hugh 
answered  back  cheerily.  "  Fortune  always 
takes  a  turn  in  the  long  run.  Her  wheel 
will  alter.  You'll  win  soon.  And  besides, 
you  know,  you  have  an  infallible  system." 

"  It's  the  cursed  system  that  seems  to  have 
betrayed  me,"  the  Russian  blurted  back  with 
a  savage  outburst  of  unchecked  temper.  "  It 
worked  out    so   well    on    paper,   somehow ; 
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but  on  these  p^'ecious  tables,  with  their 
turns  and  their  evolutions,  something  un- 
expected is  always  bobbing  up  to  spoil  and 
prevent  my  legitimate  triumph.  Would  you 
believe  it,  now,  last  turn  but  one,  and  the 
turn  before  it,  I  had  calculated  seven  hundred 
and  twenty-two  distinct  chances  all  in  my 
favour  to  a  miserable  solitary  one  against 
me  :  and  not  one  of  the  seven  hundred  and 
twenty-two  good  combinations  ever  turned 
up  at  all,  but  just  the  one  beastly  unlucky 
conjunction  that  made  against  me  and  ruined 
my  speculations.  You  might  play  for  seven 
hundred  and  twenty-two  turns  on  an  average 
again  without  that  ever  happening  a  second 
time  to  confound  you," 

At  the  table  behind  them,  a  philosophically 
minded  Frenchman  of  the  doctrinaire  type — a 
close-shaven  old  gentleman  with  an  official 
face,  white  hair,  and  an  unimpeachable  neck- 
tie— was  discoursing  aloud  to  a  friend  beside 
him  of  the  folly  of  gambling.  "  I'm  not 
going  to  moralize,"  he  remarked  aloud,  in 
that  very  clear  and  audible  tone  which  the 
doctrinaire  Frenchman  generally  adopts  when 
he  desires  to  air  his  own  private  opinions ; 
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"for  Monte  Carlo's  hardly  the  place,  let  us 
admit,  for  a  deliberate  conference.  But  on 
the  whole,  viewed  merely  as  betting,  it's  a 
peculiarly  bad  way  of  risking  your  money. 
Imagine,  for  example,  that  you  want  to 
gamble  ;  there  are  many  other  much  better 
and  fairer  methods  of  gambling  than  this. 
Figure  to  yourself,  first,  that  you  and  I  play 
rouge  et  7ioir  by  a  turn  of  the  cards  at  a  louis 
a  cut :  eh  Men,  we  stand  to  lose  or  win  on  an 
absolute  equality  one  with  the  other.  That 
is  just,  so.  We  back  our  luck  at  no  special 
disadvantage.  But  figure  to  yourself,  on  the 
contrary,  that  we  play  against  a  bank  whicli 
gives  itself  one  extra  chance  in  its  own  favour 
out  of  every  thirty-seven,  and,  understand 
well,  we  are  backing  our  luck  n gainst  unequal 
odds,  so  that  in  the  long  run  the  bank  must 
win  from  us.  You  have  only  to  play  so 
many  times  running  on  an  average  in  order 
to  contribute  with  almost  unerring  certainty 
one  napoleon  towards  the  private  income  of 
the  Prince  of  Monaco.  For  me,  I  do  not 
care  for  his  Serenity :  I  prefer  to  spend  my 
napoleon  on  a  good  dinner,  and  to  let  the 
fools  who  frequent  the  Casino  keep  up  the 
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music  and  the  gardens  and  tlie  theatre  for 
my  private  amusement." 

From  his  seat  in  front,  Hugh  thoroughly 
despised  that  close-shaven  Frenchman  to  the 
hottom  of  his  soul.  Mean  wretch,  who  could 
thus  coldly  calculate  the  chances  of  loss, 
when  he  himself  had  just  won  at  one  glorious 
sitting  fourteen  hundred  golden  louis !  He 
turned  round  in  his  chair,  flushed  red  with 
success,  and  flung  the  fact,  as  it  were,  full  in 
front  of  the  Frenchman's  doctrinaire  folding 
eye-glasses. 

The  philosopher  smiled.  "  Monsieur,"  he 
answered  with  perfect  good-humour,  and  an 
olive  poised  on  the  tip  of  his  fork,  "  you  are 
one  of  the  few  whose  special  good  fortune, 
occasionally  realized,  alone  attracts  the  thou- 
sands of  unfortunate  pigeons.  Every  now 
and  then,  in  efiect,  one  hears  at  Monte  Carlo 
of  people  who  at  a  few  strokes  of  the  wheel 
have  won  for  themselves  prodigious  fortunes. 
But  then,  one  must  remember  that  the  chances 
are  always  rather  against  you  than  for  you, 
and  above  all  that  the  longest  purse  has 
always  the  advantage.  A  few  people  win 
very  large  sums ;  a  few  more  win  moderate 
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snms  ;  a  good  many  win  a  little  ;  and  by  far 
the  most  part — say  two  out  of  three — lose, 
and  often  lose  heavily.  Voila  tout !  We 
have  there  the  Iliad  of  gambling  in  a  nut- 
shell. You  have  been  lucky  enough  yourself 
to  win ;  that  is  well. — And  Monsieur  your 
friend  there — pray,  what  has  he  done  also  ?  " 

"  Lost  sixteen  hundred,"  the  Russian  burst 
out  with  a  sulky  nod. 

The  close-shaven  gentleman  smiled  plea- 
santly. "  So  the  bank  gains  two  hundred  on 
the  pair,  it  seems,"  he  murmured  with  a  faint 
slirug. — "  Thank  you,  Monsieur  :  you  prove 
my  point.  If  ever  I  should  be  seized  with  a 
desire  for  gambling,  which  Heaven  forbid,  I 
shall  gamble  where  the  chances  that  make 
for  me  are  at  least  as  good  as  the  chances 
that  tell  against  me.  I  dislike  a  game  where 
I  must  lose  if  I  keep  on  long  enough.  I 
have  no  desire  to  increase  the  revenues  of 
that  amiable  crowned  head,  the  Prince  of 
Monaco." 

Hugh's  contempt  for  that  man  knew  no 
bounds.  A  mere  wretched  purblind  political 
economist,  no  doubt,  reasoning  and  calculating 
on  a  matter  like  that,  when  he,  Hugh,  with 
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his  successful  boldness,  had  a  thousand  pounds 
neatly  tucked  away  in  gold  and  notes  in  his 
own  trousers  pockets  !  Thus  do  fools  fling 
away  fortune  !  He  laughed  to  scorn  those 
London  lawyers  and  money-lenders.  Here 
was  the  true  Eldorado  indeed  :  here  a  genuine 
Pactolus  flowed  full  and  free  through  a  Tom 
Tiddler's  ground  of  unimaginable  wealth, 
unchecked  in  its  course  by  seven  per  cent,  or 
by  mean  barriers  of  collateral  security.  He 
would  soon  be  rich — rich,  rich,  for  Elsie. 
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After  a  sumptuous  lunch,  they  returned  to 
the  rooms.  To  the  rooms ! — say  rather  to 
the  treasure-house  of  Croesus !  On  the  steps, 
they  passed  a  young  English  lad,  who  looked 
barely  twenty.  "  Don't  tell  mamma  I  played," 
lie  was  saying  to  a  companion  ruefully  as 
they  passed  him.  "  She'd  break  her  heart 
over  it,  if  she  ever  knew  it."  But  Hugh  had 
no  time  to  notice  in  passing  the  pathos  of  the 
remark.  Who  could  bother  his  head  about 
trifles  like  that,  forsooth,  when  he's  coining 
his  hundreds  on  the  turn  of  a  roulette  table  ? 

He  meant  to  win  hundreds — thousands — 
now.  He  meant  to  build  up  a  colossal  for- 
tune— for  Elsie,  for  Elsie. 

These  years  had  taught  him  a  certain  sort 
of  selfish  unselfishness.     It  was  no  longer  for 
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Ill's  own  iiao  that  lie  wanted  money  ;  lie 
Ioii«j^eJ  to  liiy  it  all  down  at  Klsie's  feet. 
She  was  his  Queen  ;  he  would  do  her 
lionino:c. 

The  tahles  had  filled  up  three  files  dee]) 
with  pin  vers  hy  this  time.  Hugh  had  hard 
work  to  edG:e  his  way  dexterously  in  between 
them :  the  Russian  followed  with  equal  diffi- 
culty. But  a  croupier,  recognizing  them, 
motioned  both  with  a  courteous  wave  of  his 
hand  to  two  vacant  chairs  he  had  kept  on 
purpose.  Men  who  win — or  lose — large  sums 
command  respect  instinctively  at  Monte  Carlo. 
Hugh  and  the  Russian  had  each  qualified,  on 
one  or  other  of  these  opposite  grounds,  for  a 
seat  at  the  table.  Hugh's  turn  by  the  system, 
however,  had  not  yet  come  on  :  he  had  to 
wait,  according  to  his  self-imposed  law,  till 
one  of  the  four  middle  numbers  should  happen 
to  turn  up  before  he  again  began  staking. 
So  he  gazed  around  with  placid  interest  for 
some  minutes  at  his  crowded  fellow- players. 
Success  excites  some  nervous  heads ;  it  always 
made  Hugh  Massinger  placid.  There  they 
sat  and  stood,  not  less,  he  thought,  than  five 
hundred  busy  men  and  women,  fifty  or  sixty 
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jo«5tling    one    another    round    each    separate 
board,  playing*  away  as  if  for  dear  life,  and 
risking  fortunes  giddily  on  the  jump  of  a  pea 
in    that    meaningless    little    whirligig   of    a 
spinning  roulette  wheel.    She  was  a  German, 
he  conjectured,  that  flat-faced  impassive  lady 
opposite,  gambling  cautiously  but  very  high, 
and  laden  on  her  neck  and  arms  and  ears 
with  an   atrocious   dead-weight  of  vulgarly 
expensive  jewelry.     Then  the  bold  but  liand- 
some   young   girl  at  her  side,  with  the  ex- 
quisite bonnet  and  well-cut  mantle,  and  the 
remarkably  full-blown  Pennsylvanian  twang, 
must   surely  by  her  voice   be   an  American 
citizen.     By  her  voice  and  by  her  play ;  for 
she    risked    her    broad    gold    hundred-franc 
pieces  with  true-born  American  recklessness 
of  consequence.     And  there,  a  little  way  off, 
stands   a   newly  married   Englishman,  with 
his  pretty  small  bride  nestling  close  up   to 
hira    in   wifely   expostulation.     Hugh   could 
even    catch     snatches    of    their    whispered 
colloquy  :    *'  Don't,   George,    don't." — "  Just 
this  once,  Nellie  :  a  napoleon  on  red." — Black 
wins :    he   loses. — "  H'm,  the   chances   there 
are  only  even.     If  I  win  next  time,  I  get 
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nothing    but    my   own    old    napoleon    back 

ac^ain.     I'll  go  it  one  better  now :  a  nap  on 

a  column.     Then  if  I  win,  you  see,  I  get  four 

times  my  stake,  Nellie." — Lost  again  !     How 

fast  they  rake  it  in  ! — "  Well,  then,  I'll  back 

a    number    this    time." — "  Oh,   but,   George 

dear,  you  know  you  really  can't  afford  it." — ■ 

(leorge,    unabashed    by    her    wifely   reproof, 

plumps   down  his   napoleon   on  32.     Whirr 

goes    the    roulette.      "  Dix-huit,"    cries    the 

croupier,   and    sweeps   in   the   gold   with   a 

careless  curve  of  his  greedy  hand-rake.    Poor 

souls  !     In  his  heart,  Hugh  Massinger  was 

genuinely  sorry  for  them.     If  only  they  had 

known  his  infallible  system  ! 

But  even  as  he  thought  it,  he  roused  him- 
self with  a  start.  Eighteen  was  one  of  the 
very  numbers  he  had  just  been  waiting  for. 
No  time  foi  otiose  reflections  now  ;  no  time 
for  foolish  waste  of  sympathy :  the  moment 
had  arrived  for  vigorous  action.  With  a 
sharp  decisive  air,  he  plunged  down  a 
hundred  louis  on  white.  Bystanders  stared 
and  whispered  and  nudged  one  another. 
White  won,  and  he  took  up  his  winnings 
with  the  utmost  complacency.     How  (juickly 
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one  accustoms  one's  self  to  these  big  figures  ! 
A   hundred   louis   seemed    nothing   now,   in 
pursuance  of  the  system.     Then  he  glanced 
across  at  George,  poor  luckless  George,  with 
a    mute    inquiry.      How  that    smooth-faced 
young  Englishman  envied  him  his  success  ; 
for   George,   poor   George,   had   lost    again. 
"  Madame,"   Hugh   said,  addressing  himself 
with  an  apologetic  smile  to  the  pretty  young 
wife,  "  allow  me  to  venture  ten  louis  for  you." 
— The   blushing   girl   shrank   back    timidly. 
Hugh   laid   down   ten   pieces  of  gold  on   a 
number  again,  backing  his  own  luck  separately 
by  the  regular  rule  on  a  column  of  figures. 
Chance  seemed  to  fav^our  him  :  he  was  "  in 
the  vein,"  as  gamblers  say  in  their  hateful 
dialect.     The  number  won  for  poor  shrinking 
little  Mrs.  Nellie,  and  the  column  also  won  as 
well   for   Hugh  himself.     He  pulled  in  his 
own  pile  of  gold  carelessly,  and  handed  the 
other   to   the   pretty  young   Englishwoman. 
"  It   isn't   ours,"  she  murmured  with  a  shy 
look.    "  You  mustn't  ask  me ;  I  really  couldn't 
take  it." 

Hugh    laughed,   and    pressed    it    on    the 
anxious  husband,  who  cast  a  sidelong  glance 
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at  the  heap  of  gold,  and  finally  in  some  vague 
half-hearted  way  decided  upon  accepting  it. 
"  Now  go,"  Hugh  said  with  a  fatherly  air. 
"  You  don't  understand  this  sort  of  thing, 
you  know.  You  belong  to  the  class  pre- 
destined to  be  cheated.  The  sooner  you  leave 
this  place  the  better.  Let  nothing  induce 
you  ever  to  risk  another  penny  as  long  as 
you  live  at  these  precious  tables."  We  can 
all  be  so  wise  and  prudent  for  others. 

"  But  it's  really  yours,"  the  young  English- 
man went  on,  glancing  down  at  it  sheepishly. 
"  You  risked  your  own  money,  you  see,  to 
wm  it. 

*'Not  at  all,"  Hugh  answered  with  his 
pleasantest  smile ;  he  knew  how  to  do  a 
gracious  act  graciously.  "  I've  taken  back 
my  own  ten  louis  out  of  it  for  myself.  The 
rest  is  your  wife's.  I  staked  it  in  her  name. 
It  was  her  good  luck  alone  that  won  for  both 
of  us.  If  you  compel  me  to  keep  it,  you 
spoil  my  break.  A  burst  of  fortune  must 
end  somewhere.  Don't  stand  in  my  way, 
please,  for  such  a  mere  trifle." 

The  Englishman's  hand  closed,  half  reluc- 
tantly, over  the  ill-gotten  money,  and  Hugh, 
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undisturbed,  turned  back  again  witb  a  nod 
to  his  own  gambling.  The  episode  warmed 
him  up  to  his  work.  A  pleasant  sense  of  a 
generous  action  prettily  performed  inspired 
and  invigorated  his  play  from  that  moment. 
He  went  on  with  his  game  with  an  approving 
conscience.  Some  people's  consciences  ap- 
prove so  blandly.  The  other  players,  too, 
observed  and  applauded.  Gamblers  overflow 
with  petty  superstitions.  One  of  their  pro- 
foundest  is  the  rooted  belief  that  meanness 
and  generosity  bring  each  its  due  reward  : 
whoever  gambles  in  a  lavish  free-hearted 
open-handed  way  is  sure,  they  think,  to 
become  the  favourite  of  fortune. 

The  Russian,  on  the  other  hand,  kept  on 
losing  steadily.  Now  and  again,  indeed,  he 
won  for  a  while  on  some  great  coup,  raking 
in  his  fifty  or  a  hundred  louis ;  but  that  was 
by  exception :  for  the  most  part,  he  frittered 
away  his  winnings  time  after  time,  and  had 
recourse  with  alarming  frequency  of  iteration 
to  his  bundle  of  notes,  from  which  he  changed 
a  thousand  francs  every  half  hour  or  so  with 
persistent  ill-fortune.  Turn  upon  turn,  he 
saw   his   money  ruthlessly  swept  in  by  the 
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relentless  bank  with  unvarying  regularity. 
Now  it  was  zero  that  turned  up,  to  confound 
his  reckoning,  and  the  croupier  with  his  bow 
made  a  clean  sweep,  offhand,  of  the  entire 
table :  now  it  was  a  long  succession  of  left- 
liand  numbers  that  won  with  a  rush,  while 
lie  had  staked  his  gold  with  unvarying  mis- 
hap upon  the  right-hand  column.  It  was 
agonizing  each  time  to  him  to  see  the  bank 
carelessly  ladling  out  large  sums  to  Hugh, 
while  he  himself  went  on  losing  and  losing. 
But  at  all  hazards,  he  would  follow  his  cal- 
culations to  the  bitter  end.  Luck  must  have 
a  turn  somewhere  ;  and  at  any  rate,  plunging 
would  never  improve  matters.  Hugh  pitied 
him  from  his  heart,  poor  ignorant  devil. 
Why  couldn't  he  find  out  with  an  exercise 
of  reason  that  obvious  flaw  in  his  own 
system  ? 

A  thousand  francs  on  seven  !  The  table 
stares,  gapes,  and  whispers.  Heavy  for  a 
number !  Who  puts  it  on  ?  This  Monsieur 
on  the  seat  here — pointing  to  Hugh.  The 
croupier  shrugs  his  shoulders  and  spins.  Out 
jumps  the  pea.  Fourteen  wins. — Monsieur 
was  very  nearly  right  again,  voyez-vous  ? — ■ 
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Fourteen,  my  friend,  is  just  the  precise  double 
of  seven.  Monsieur's  luck  is  something  truly 
miraculous. — He  goes  a  thousand  francs  once 
more,  still  on  seven,  del !  but  he  has  the 
courage  of  his  convictions,  moji  amil  Twenty- 
three  wins. — Wrong  again !  He  drops  on 
that  a  second  thousand.  But  with  what 
grace !  L  thousand  francs  is  nothing  to 
these  milords.  Hugh  smiles  imperturbably 
and  stakes  a  third.  On  seven  again!  The 
man  is  wonderful.  What  wins  this  time  ? — 
"  Sept  gagne,"  cries  everybody  in  hushed 
admiration  ;  and  Hugh,  more  sphinx-like  in 
his  smile  than  ever,  but  conscious  of  a  dozen 
admiring  eyes  fixed  full  upon  him,  takes 
coolly  up  his  thirty-five  thousand.  Thirty- 
five  thousand  francs  is  not  to  be  sneezed  at. 
Fourteen  hundred  pounds  sterling !  The 
biggest  haul  yet,  but  nothing  when  you're 
accustomed  to  it.  What  a  run  of  luck! 
Monsieur  was  in  the  vein  indeed.  He  played 
on  and  on,  more  elated  than  ever.  At  this 
rate,  he  would  soon  earn  a  fortune  for  Elsie. 

Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie !  Through  the 
din  and  noise  of  that  crowded  gambling-hell, 
one  sacred  name  still  rang  distinct  and  clear 
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in  his  ears.  It  was  all  for  Elsie,  for  Elsie, 
for  Elsie  1  He  must  make  himself  rich,  to 
marry  Elsie. 

He  played  on  still  with  careless  eagerness 
till  the  tables  closed — played  with  a  con- 
tinuous run  of  luck,  often  varying,  of  course 
— for  who  minds  a  few  hundreds  to  the  bad 
now  and  then  when  he's  winning  one  time 
with  another  his  thousands  ? — but  on  the 
whole  a  run  of  luck  persistently  favourable. 
Raffalevsky,  meanwhile,  had  played  and  lost. 
At  the  end  of  the  day,  as  the  lackeys  came 
in  to  bow  the  world  out  with  polite  smiles, 
they  both  rose  and  left  the  rooms  together. 
Then  a  sudden  thought  flashed  across  his 
soul.  Too  late  to  return  to  San  Remo  now  ! 
Awkward  as  it  was,  he  must  stop  the  night 
out  at  Monte  Carlo.  Full  of  himself — of  play 
and  of  Elsie — he  had  actually  forgotten  all 
about  Winifred  ! 

They  walked  across  side  by  side  to  the 
Hotel  de  Paris.  Hugh  was  far  too  feverishly 
excited  now  with  his  day's  play  to  care  in 
the  least  about  the  slight  and  the  insult  to 
that  poor  dead  girl.  The  mere  indecency  of 
it  was  all  that  he  minded.     A  cynical  hard- 
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ness  possessed  him  at  last.  Nobody  need 
know.  He  strolled  to  the  telegraph  oflBce 
and  boldly  sent  off  a  message  to  the  pension : 

"  Detained  at  Mentone  with  sympathizing 
friends.  Heturn  to-morrow.  Make  all  ar- 
rangements on  my  account. — Massinger." 

Then  he  presented  himself  at  the  bureau 
of  the  Hotel  de  Paris.  Monsieur  had  no 
luggage  ;  but  no  matter  for  that :  the  hotel 
made  haste  to  accommodate  him  at  once  with 
the  best  of  rooms,  not  even  requiring  a  deposit 
beforehand.  All  Monte  Carlo  knew  well, 
indeed,  that  Monsieur  had  been  winning. 
His  name  and  fame  had  been  noised  abroad 
by  many-headed  trumpeters.  His  pockets 
were  literally  stuiBfed  with  gold.  He  was  the 
hero  of  the  day.  He  had  carried  everything 
at  the  Casino  before  him.  Attentive  servants 
awaited  his  merest  beck  or  nod ;  everybody 
was  pleased ;  the  world  smiled  on  him. 
Alphonse,  Marie,  look  well  after  Monsieur! 
Monsieur  has  had  the  very  best  of  fortune. 

He  supped  with  Raffalevsky  in  a  beauti- 
fully decorated  salle-d-manger.  They  re- 
counted to  one  another,  gleefully,  gloomily, 
their  winnings  and  losses.     The  totals  were 
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heavy.  They  totted  them  up  with  varying* 
emotions.  Hugh  had  won  three  thousand 
four  hundred  pounds.  Raffalevsky  had  made 
a  hole  in  his  larger  capital  to  the  tune  of 
something  like  two  thousand  seven  hundred. 
At  the  announcement,  Hugh  smiled  his  most 
benevolent  and  philosophical  smile.  "  After 
all,"  he  said,  as  he  scanned  the  wine-card, 
toothpick  in  hand,  in  search  of  a  perfectly 
sound  Burgundy,  "  if  one  man  wins,  another 
must  lose.  You  have  there  the  initial  weak 
point  of  gambling.  It's  at  bottom  a  truly 
anti-social  amusement.  But  these  things 
equalize  themselves  in  the  long  run ;  they 
equalize  themselves  by  the  doctrine  of  averages. 
Taken  collectively,  we  re  better  off  than  we 
were  at  lunch  at  any  rate.  Then,  his  Serenity 
of  Monaco  had  pocketed  a  couple  of  hundred 
louis  out  of  the  pair  of  us,  viewed  in  the 
lump.  This  evening,  on  the  contrary,  we're 
seven  hundred  pounds  to  the  good,  as  a  firm, 
against  him. — I  like  to  best  these  hereditary 
plunderers.  It's  a  comfort  to  think  that,  in 
spite  of  everything,  we're  more  than  even 
with  him  on  the  day's  transactions  !  " 
Raffalevsky,  however,  strange  to  say,  ap- 
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peared  to  derive  but  scanty  consolation  from 
this  very  vicarious  joint-stock  triumph  ;  he 
didn't  see  things  in  the  proper  light.  The 
man  was  sullen,  positively  sullen.  Apparently, 
a  person  of  morose  disposition !  People 
oughtn't  to  let  a  little  reverse  of  fortune 
produce  such  obviously  damping  effects  upon 
their  minds  and  spirits.  At  all  hazards,  they 
should  at  least  be  polite  in  general  society. 
*'  If  you'd  lost  fifty  or  sixty  thousand  francs 
yourself,  Monsieur,"  the  Russian  cried  petu- 
lantly, "you  wouldn't  talk  in  quite  so  airy 
and  easy  a  way  about  our  joint  position." 

"  Possibly  not,"  Hugh  answered,  with  per- 
fect good-humour,  showing  his  even  row  of 
pearl-white  teeth  in  a  pleasant  smile,  and 
toying  with  the  pickle-fork.  Fortune  had 
favoured  him.  He  would  bear  it  gracefully. 
No  meanness  for  him  !  He  would  do  things 
on  the  proper  scale  now.  He'd  stand 
Raffalevsky  a  splendid  supper.  He  sum- 
moned the  waiter  with  a  lordly  wave  of  his 
lang'iid  hand  and  ordered  a  l^ottle  of  the  very 
finest  white  Hermitage. 
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CHAPTER  XLYI. 

THE   TURN    OF    THE    TIDE. 

At  Paris,  Warren  Eelf  parted  with  Elsie. 
He  saw  her  safely  to  the  Northern  Railway 
Station,  put  her  into  the  first  night-train  for 
Calais,  and  then  wriggled  back  himself  to 
his  temporary  lair,  a  quiet  hotel  on  the 
Cours-la-Reine,  just  behind  the  Palais  de 
rindustrie.  He  went  back  to  bed,  but  not 
to  sleep.  It  was  a  gusty  night,  that  night 
in  Paris.  The  wind  shook  and  rattled  the 
loose  panes  in  the  big  French  windows  that 
opened  on  to  the  balcony ;  the  rain  beat 
wildly  in  sudden  rushes  against  the  rattling 
glass  ;  the  chimney-pots  on  all  the  neighbour- 
ing roofs  moaned  and  howled  and  shivered 
in  concert.  Warren  Relf  reproached  himself 
bitterly,  as  he  listened  to  its  sound,  that  he 
hadn't  decided  on  escorting  Elsie  the  whole 
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of  her  way  across  to  England.  Mrs.  Grundy 
would  no  doubt  have  disapproved,  to  be  sure ; 
but  what  did  he  care  in  his  heart,  after  all, 
for  that  strange  apotheosis  of  censorious 
matronhood?  It  would  have  been  better  to 
have  seen  Elsie  safe  across  the  Channel,  Mrs. 
Grundy  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding,  and 
installed  her  comfortably  in  London  lodgings. 
He  wished  he  had  done  it,  now  he  heard  how 
the  wind  was  roaring  and  tearing ;  a  north- 
east wind,  yet  damp  and  rain-laden.  Warren 
Relf  knew  its  ways  and  its  manners  full  well. 
It  must  be  blowing  great-guns  across  the 
North  Sea  now,  he  felt  only  too  sure,  and 
forcing  whole  squadrons  of  angry  waves 
through  the  narrow  funnel  of  the  Straits  of 
Dover. 

As  the  night  wore  on,  however,  the  wind 
rose  steadily,  till  it  reached  at  last  the  full 
dignity  of  a  regular  tempest.  Warren  Relf 
couldn't  sleep  in  his  bed  for  distress.  He 
rose  often,  and  looked  out  on  the  gusty  street 
for  cold  comfort.  The  gas  was  flaring  and 
flickering  in  the  lamps ;  the  wind  was  sweep- 
ing fiercely  down  the  Oours-la-Reine ;  and 
the  few  belated  souls  who  still  kept  the  pave- 
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merit  were  cowering  and  running  before  the 
beating  rain  with  heads  bent  down  and  cloaks 
or  overcoats  wrapped  tight  around  them.  It 
must  indeed  be  an  awful  night  on  the  English 
Channel ;  Warren  stood  aghast  to  think  to 
liimself  how  awful.  What  on  earth  could 
ever  have  possessed  him,  he  wondered  now, 
to  let  Elsie  make  her  way  alone,  on  such  a 
terrible  evening  as  this,  without  him  by  her 
side,  across  the  stormy  water  ! 

He  would  receive  a  telegram,  thank 
Heaven,  first  thing  in  the  morning.  Till 
then,  his  suspense  would  be  really  painful. 

As  for  Elsie,  she  sped  all  unconscious  on 
her  way  to  Calais,  comfortably  ensconced  in 
her  first-class  compartment  "  pour  dames 
seules,"  of  which  she  had  fortunately  the  sole 
monopoly.  The  rain  beat  hard  against  the 
windows,  to  be  sure  ;  and  the  wind  shook 
the  door  with  its  gusts  more  than  once,  or 
made  the  feeble  oil-lamp  in  the  roof  of  the 
carriage  flicker  fitfully  ;  but  Elsie,  absorbed 
in  deeper  affairs,  hardly  thought  of  it  at  all  in 
her  own  mind  till  she  reached  the  stretch  of 
open  coast  that  abuts  on  the  mouth  of  the 
Somme  near  Abbeville.    There,  the  fact  began 
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at  last  to  force  itself  upon  her  liniguid  atten- 
tion that  the  Channel  crossing  would  be 
distinctly  rough.  Still,  even  then,  she  hardly 
realized  its  full  meaning,  for  the  wind  was 
off-shore  along  the  Picardy  coast ;  and  it  was 
not  till  the  train  drew  up  with  a  dash  on  the 
quay  at  Calais  that  she  fully  understood  the 
serious  gravity  of  the  situation.  The  waves 
were  breaking  fiercely  over  the  mouth  of  the 
harbour,  and  the  sea  was  rising  so  high  out- 
side that  passengers  were  met  with  stern  re- 
solve at  the  terminus  wall  by  the  curt  notice : 

"  Owing  to  the  rough  weather  prevailing 
to-night,  the  Dover  boat  will  not  sail  till 
morning." 

"  A  cause  du  mauvais  temps."  Cause 
enough,  to  be  sure,  with  such  a  sea  running ! 
Elsie  saw  at  a  glance  that  to  cross  through 
such  a  mountain  of  waves  would  have  been 
quite  impossible.  Did  the  Boulogne  boat 
intend  to  start?  she  asked  helplessly. — No, 
madame ;  the  service  all  along  the  coast  was 
interrupted  to-night,  by  stress  of  weather. 
There  would  be  no  steamer  till  the  wind 
moderated.  To-morrow  morning,  perhaps, 
or  to-morrow  evening. 
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So  Elsie  went  perforce  to  an  hotel  in  the 
town  and  waited  patiently  for  the  sea  to  calm 
itself  But  she,  too,  got  no  sleep  ;  she  lay 
awake  all  night,  and  thought  of  Winifred. 

Away  at  Monte  Carlo,  no  wind  blew. 
Hugh  Massinger  went  to  rest  there  at  his 
ease  at  the  Hotel  de  Paris,  and  slept  his  sleep 
out  with  perfect  complacency.  No  qualms 
of  conscience,  no  thoughts  of  Winifred,  dis- 
turbed his  slumber.  He  had  taken  the 
precaution  to  doubly  lock  and  bolt  his  door, 
and  to  lay  his  winnings  between  the  bolster 
and  the  mattress ;  so  he  had  nothing  to 
trouble  about.  He  had  also  been  careful  to 
purchase  a  good  six-chambered  revolver  at 
one  of  the  numerous  shops  that  line  the 
Casino  gardens.  It  isn't  safe,  indeed,  at 
Monte  Carlo,  they  say,  for  a  successful  player, 
recognized  as  such,  to  go  about  with  too  much 
money  as  hard  cash  actually  in  his  possession. 
Raffalevsky,  in  fact,  had  told  him,  with  most 
unnecessary  details,  some  very  unpleasant 
stories,  before  he  retired  to  rest,  about  rob- 
beries committed  at  Monte  Carlo  upon  the 
helpless  bodies  of  heavy  winners.  Raffalevsky 
was  clearly  in  a  savage  ill-temjDer  that  evening 
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at  having  dropped  a  few  thousand  pounds  at 
the  tables — strange,  that  men  should  permit 
themselves  to  be  so  deeply  affected  by  mere 
transient  trifling  monetary  reverses — and  he 
took  it  out  by  repeating  or  inventing  truculent 
tales,  evidently  intended  to  poison  the  calm 
rest  of  Hugh  Massinger's  innocent  slumbers. 
There  was  that  ugly  anecdote,  for  example, 
about   the   lucky   houlevardier    in    the    high 
financial  line  who  won  three  hundred  thousand 
francs   at   a    couple    of    sittings — and    was 
murdered  in  a  first-class  carriage  on  his  way 
back  to  Nice  by  an  unknown  assailant,  never 
again  recognized  or  brought  to  justice.    There 
was  that  alarming  incident  of  the  fat  Lyons 
silk-merchant  with  the  cast  in  his  eye  who 
deposited  his  gains,  like  a  prudent  bourgeois 
that  he  was,  with  a  banker  at  Monaco,  but 
was  nevertheless  set  upon  by  an  organized 
band  of  three  well-dressed  but  ill-informed 
ruffians,  who   positively  searched  him  from 
head  to  foot,  stripped  him,  and  then  threw 
him  out  upon  the  four-foot  way,  a  helpless 
mass,  in  the  Mont  Boron  Tunnel,  happy  to 
escape  with  bare  life  and  a  broken  leg  from 
the  merciless  clutches  of  the  gang  of  mis- 
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creants.  And  there  was  that  dramatic  In- 
cident of  the  Nevada  heiress  who,  coming 
to  Monte  Carlo  with  the  gold  of  California 
visibly  bulging  her  capacious  pockets,  had  to 
fight  for  her  life  in  her  own  bedroom  at  this 
very  hotel,  and  defend  her  property  from 
unholy  hands  by  the  summary  process  of 
shooting  down  with  her  own  domestic  re- 
volve] wo  of  her  cowardly  midnight  visitors. 
She  was  complimented  by  the  authorities  on 
lier  gallant  defence,  and  replied  with  spirit 
that,  for  the  matter  of  that,  this  sort  of  thing 
was  really  no  novelty  to  her ;  for  she'd  shot 
down  more  than  one  importunate  suitor  for 
her  hand  and  heart  already  in  Nevada. 

Then  Raffalevsky  had  grown  more  lugu- 
brious in  his  converse  still,  and  descended  to 
tales  of  the  recurrent  suicides  that  diversify 
the  monotony  of  the  Monegasque  world.  He 
estimated  that  twelve  persons  at  least  per 
annum,  on  a  moderate  average,  blew  their 
brains  out  in  the  Casino  and  grounds,  after 
risking  and  losing  their  last  napoleon  at  the 
roulette  tables.  To  kill  yourself  in  the  actual 
saloons  themselves,  he  admitted  with  a  sigh, 
was  indeed  considered  by  gentlemanly  players 
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as  a  boorish  solecism :  persons  of  breeding, 
intent  on  an  exit  from  this  vale  of  tears, 
usually  retired  for  the  purpose  of  shooting 
themselves  to  a  remote  and  sequestered  spot 
in  the  Casino  gardens,  behind  a  convenient 
clump  of  picturesque  date-palms.  This  spot 
was  known  to  habitual  frequenters  of  Monte 
Carlo  as  the  Place  Hari-kiri,  or  Happy 
Despatch  Point.  But  if,  by  hazard,  any 
inconsiderate  person  was  moved  to  shoot  him- 
self in  the  salles  de  jeu,  a  rapid  contingent  of 
trained  lackeys  stood  ever  at  hand  ready  to 
rush  in  at  a  moment's  notice  to  drag  away 
the  offender's  body  or  wipe  up  the  mess ;  and 
play  proceeded  at  once  the  same  as  usual. 

Raffalevsky  dilated  upon  all  the  particulars 
of  the  various  murders,  suicides,  and  robberies, 
with  a  wealth  of  diction  and  a  fertile  exuber- 
ance of  sanguinary  detail  that  would  certainly 
have  done  honour  in  its  proper  place  to  M. 
Zola  or  a  penny  dreadful.  It  shocked  Hugh's 
fine  sense  of  the  becoming  in  language — his 
keen  feeling  for  reserve  in  literature — to 
listen  to  so  many  revolting  and  sickening 
items.  But  the  Russian  was  clearly  in  ^ 
humour  that  evening  for  blood  and  wounds. 
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He  spared  no  strong  point  in  his  catalogue  of 
horrors.  He  revelled  in  gore.  He  insisted 
on  the  minutest  accuracy  of  anatomical  de- 
scription. He  robbed  and  murdered  like  one 
who  loved  it.  He  even  strained  the  resources 
of  the  French  language,  sufficiently  rich,  for 
the  rest,  in  terms  of  awe,  as  he  rang  the 
changes  and  piled  up  the  agonies  in  his  vivid 
recital  of  crimes  and  catastrophes. 

Nevertheless,  Hugh  slept  soundly  in  spite 
of  it  all  in  his  bed  till  morning,  and  when  he 
woke,  found  his  goodly  pile  of  gold  and  notes 
intact  as  ever  between  bolster  and  mattress. 
He  had  never  slept  so  well  since  he  went  to 
Whitestrand. 

But  at  Whitestrand  itself  that  night  things 
went  quite  otherwise.  Such  a  storm  was 
hardly  remembered  on  the  German  Ocean 
within  the  memory  of  the  oldest  sailors. 
Early  in  the  evening,  the  coastguardsman  at 
the  shelter  just  beyond  the  Hall  grounds, 
warned  by  telegram  from  the  Meteorological 
Office,  had  raip.ed  the  cone  for  heavy  weather 
from  the  north-east.  By  nine  o'clock,  the 
surf  was  seething  and  boiling  on  the  bar, 
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and  the  waves  were  dashing  themselves  in 
huge  sheets  of  foam  against  Hugh  Massinger's 
ineffectual  breakwater.  The  sand  flew  free 
before  the  angry  gusts  :  it  blinded  the  eyes 
and  filled  the  lungs  of  all  who  tried  to  face 
the  storm  on  the  sea-front :  even  up  the 
river  and  at  the  Hall  itself  it  pervaded  the 
air  with  a  perfect  bombardment  of  tiny 
grains.  It  was  only  possible  to  remain  out- 
doors by  turning  one's  back  upon  the  fierce 
blast,  or  by  covering  one's  face,  not  with  a 
veil,  but  with  a  silk  pocket-handkerchief. 
The  very  coastguardsmen,  accustomed  by 
long  use  to  good  doses  of  solid  silica  in  the 
lungs,  shrank  back  with  alarm  from  the  idea 
of  facing  that  running  fire  of  driven  sand- 
particles.  As  for  the  smacks  and  boats  at 
large  on  the  sea,  they  were  left  to  their  fate 
— nothing  could  be  done  by  human  hands  to 
help  or  save  them. 

By  midnight,  tidr  was  well  at  its  full,  and, 
the  beach  being  covered,  the  bombardment  of 
sand  slowly  intermitted  a  little.  But  sheets 
of  foam  and  spray  still  drove  on  before  the 
wind,  and  fishermen,  clad  in  waterproof  suits 
from  head  to  foot,  stood  facing  them  upon  the 
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shore  to  watch  the  fate  of  Hugh  Massinger's 
poor  helpless  breakwater.  The  sea  was  roar- 
ing and  raving  round  its  sides  now  like  a 
horde  of  savages,  and  the  seour  was  setting 
in  fiercer  than  ever  to  wash  away  whatever 
remained  of  Whitestrand. 

"  Will  it .  stand,  Bill  ?  "  the  farm-bailiff 
asked  in  anxious  tones  of  Stannaway  the 
innkeeper,  as  they  strained  their  eyes  through 
the  gloom  and  spray  to  catch  sight  of  the 
frail  barrier  that  alone  protected  them — the 
stone  breakwater  which  had  taken  the  place 
of  the  old  historical  Whitestrand  poplar. 

Stannaway  shook  his  head  despondently. 
"  Sea  like  that's  bound  to  wash  it  away,"  he 
answered  hard  through  the  teeth  of  the  wind. 
"  It'd  wash  away  anything.  An'  when  it 
goes,  it's  all  up  with  Whitestrand." 

The  whole  village,  indeed,  m^^  women, 
and  children  alike,  had  collected  by  this  time 
at  the  point  by  the  river,  to  watch  the  pro- 
gress of  the  common  enemy.  There  was  a 
fearful  interest  for  every  one  of  them  in 
seeing  the  waves  assail  and  beat  down  that 
final  barrier  of  their  hearths  and  homes.  If 
the  breakwater  went,  Whitestrand  must  surely 
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follow  it,  now  or  later,  bit  by  bit,  in  piece- 
meal destruction.  The  sea  would  swallow  it 
up  wholesale,  as  it  swallowed  up  Dunwich 
and  Thorpe  and  Slaughden.  Those  domestic 
examples  gave  point  to  their  terror.  To  the 
Suffolk  coast-dwellers,  the  sea  indeed  en- 
visages itself  ever,  not  as  a  mere  natural 
expanse  of  water,  but  as  a  slow  and  patient 
yet  implacable  assailant. 

By  two  in  the  morning,  a  fresh  excitement 
supervened  to  keep  up  the  interest :  a  collier 
hull,  deserted  and  waterlogged,  came  drifting 
in  by  slow  stages  before  the  driving  gale 
across  the  broad  sand-flats.  She  was  a  dis- 
masted hulk,  rackety  and  unseaworthy,  aban- 
doned by  all  who  had  tried  to  sail  her ;  and 
she  drifted  slowly,  slowly,  slowly  on,  driven 
before  the  \v  aves,  foot  by  foot,  a  bit  at  a  time, 
over  the  wet  sands,  till  at  last,  with  one 
supreme  effort  of  force,  the  breakers  cast  her 
up,  a  huge  burden,  between  the  shore  and 
the  breakwater,  blocking  with  her  broadside 
one  entire  end  of  the  channel  created  by  the 
scour  behind  the  spot  once  occupied  by  the 
famous  poplar.  The  waves,  in  fact,  dashed 
her  full  against  the  further  end  of  the  break- 


"f  "■»?■ 


214  THIS  MORTAL   COIL. 

water,  and  jammed  her  up  with  prodigious 
force  between  shore  and  wall,  a  temporary 
barrier  against  their  own  advances.  Then 
retiring  for  a  moment  to  recruit  their  rage, 
they  broke  in  sheets  of  helpless  foam  against 
the  wooden  bulwark  they  had  raised  them- 
selves in  the  direct  line  of  their  own  progress. 
What  followed  next,  followed  so  fast  that 
even  the  sturdy  Whitestranders  themselves, 
accustomed  as  they  were  to  heavy  seas  and 
shifting  sands  and  natural  changes  of  mar- 
vellous rapidity,  stood  aghast  at  its  suddenness 
and  its  awful  energy.  In  a  few  minutes, 
before  their  very  eyes,  the  sea  had  carried 
huge  masses  and  shoals  of  flying  sand  over 
the  top  of  the  wall  and  the  stranded  ship,  and 
lodged  them  deep  in  the  hollow  below  that 
the  scour  had  created  in  the  rear  of  the 
breakwater.  The  wall  was  joined  as  if  by 
some  sudden  stroke  of  a  conjurer's  wand  to  the 
mainland  beyond ;  and  the  sea,  still  dashing 
madly  against  the  masonry  and  the  ship,  set 
to  work  once  more  to  erect  fresh  outworks  in 
front  against  its  own  assaults  by  piling  up 
sand  with  incredible  speed  in  dunes  and 
mounds  upon  their  outer  faces.     Even  as  they 
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looked,  the  breakwater  was  rapidly  lost  to 
view  in  a  mountain  of  beach :  the  broken 
stump  of  mast  on  the  wrecked  collier  hardly 
showed  above  the  level  of  the  mushroom 
hillock  that  covered  and  overwhelmed  with 
its  hasty  debris  the  buried  hull  of  the 
unknown  vessel.  Hummock  after  hummock 
grew  apace  outside  with  startling  rapidity  in 
successive  lines  along  the  shore  to  seaward. 
New  land  was  forming  at  each  crash  of  the 
waves.  The  -^olian  sand  was  doing  its  work 
bravely.  By  five  in  the  morning,  men 
walked  secure  where  the  sea  had  roared  but 
six  hours  before.  It  had  left  the  buried 
breakwater  now  a  quarter  of  a  mile  inland  at 
least,  and  was  still  engaged  with  mad  eager- 
ness in  its  rapid  task  of  piling  up  fresh 
mounds  and  heaps  in  endless  rows,  to  seaward 
and  to  seaward  and  ever  to  seaward. 

Whitestrand  was  saved.  Nay,  more  than 
that :  it  was  gaining  once  more  in  a  single 
night  all  that  it  had  lost  in  twenty  years  to 
the  devouring  ocean. 

When  morning  broke,  the  astonished 
Whitestranders  could  hardly  recognize  their 
own  beach,  their  own  shore,  their  own  salt 
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marshes,  their  own  river.  Everything  was 
changed  as  if  by  magic.  The  estuary  was 
gone,  and  in  its  place  stretched  a  wide 
expanse  of  undulating  sandhills.  The  Char 
had  turned  its  course  visibly  southward, 
bursting  the  dikes  on  the  Yondstream  farms, 
and  flowing  to  the  sea  by  the  old  channel 
from  which  Oliver's  engineers  had  long  since 
diverted  it.  The  Hall  stood  half  a  mile 
farther  from  the  water's  edge  than  it  had 
done  of  old,  and  a  belt  of  bare  and  open 
dune-land  lay  tossed  between  its  grounds  and 
the  new  high-tide  mark.  The  farm-bailiff 
examined  them  in  the  gray  dawn  with  a 
practical  eye.  "If  we  plant  them  hills  all 
over  with  maram-grass  and  tamarisk,"  he  said 
reflectively,  "  they'll  mat  like  the  other  ones, 
and  Squire'll  have  as  many  acres  of  new 
pasture-land  north  o'  Char  as  ever  he  lost  o' 
salt  marsh  and  meadow  south  of  the  old 
river. 

If  Hugh  Massinger  had  only  known  it, 
indeed,  the  storm  and  the  strange  chances  of 
tempest  had  done  far  more  for  him  that  single 
night  while  he  slept  at  Monte  Carlo  than  luck 
at  roulette  had  managed  to  do  for  him  the 
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day  before  in  that  hot  and  crowded  sink  of 
iniquity  in  the  rooms  of  the  Casino. 

For  from  that  day  forth  Whitestrand  was 
safe.  It  was  more  than  safe ;  it  began  to 
grow  again.  The  blown  sand  ceased  to 
molest  it :  the  sea  and  the  tide  ceased  to  eat 
it  away :  the  breakwater  had  done  its  work 
well,  after  all ;  and  a  new  barrier  of  increas- 
ing sandhills  had  sprung  up  spontaneously 
by  the  river's  mouth  to  guard  its  seaward 
half  from  future  encroachment.  If  Hugh 
could  only  have  known  and  believed  it,  the 
estate  was  worth  every  bit  as  much  that  wild 
morning  as  ever  it  had  been  in  the  palmiest 
days  of  the  Elizabethan  Meyseys.  And  the 
family  solicitor,  examining  the  mortgages  in 
his  own  office,  remarked  to  himself  with  a 
pensive  glance  that  the  Squire  might  have 
raised  that  little  sum,  if  only  he'd  waited,  at 
scarcely  more  than  half  the  interest,  on  his 
own  security  and  his  improved  property. 
For  Whitestrand  now  would  fetch  money. 
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CHAPTER  XLYir. 

FORTUNE   OF   WAR. 

At  Monte  Carlo,  on  the  other  hand,  day 
dawned  serene  and  calm  and  cloudless. 
Hugh  Massinger  rose,  unmindful  of  his  far- 
away Suffolk  sandhills,  and  gazed  with  a 
pleasant  dreamy  feeling  out  of  the  window 
of  his  luxurious  first-floor  hedroom.  It  was 
a  strange  outlook.  On  one  side,  the  ornate 
and  overloaded  Parisian  architecture  of  that 
palace  of  Circe,  plumped  down  so  grotesquely, 
with  its  meretricious  town-bred'  airs  and 
graces,  among  the  rugged  scenery  of  the 
Maritime  Alps  :  on  the  other  side,  the  in- 
accessible crags  and  pinnacles  of  the  Tete- 
de-Chien,  gray  and  lonely  as  any  mountain 
side  in  Scotland  or  Savoy — the  actual  ter- 
minus of  the  main  range  of  snow-clad  Alps, 
whose  bald  peaks    topple   over   sheer   three 
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tliousand  feet  into  the  blue  expanse  of  the 
Mediterranean,  that  washes  the  base  of  their 
precipitous  bluffs.  The  contrast  was  almost 
ludicrous  in  its  quaint  extremes.  If  wit  be 
rightly  defined  as  the  juxtaposition  of  the 
incongruous,  then  is  Monte  Carlo  indeed  a 
grand  embodiment  of  the  practically  witty. 
The  spot  would  be  a  Paradise  if  it  were  not 
a  Hell.  The  Casino  stands  on  its  ledge  of 
terrace  like  a  fragment  of  Paris  in  its  worst 
phase,  dropped  down  from  the  clouds  by  some 
Merlin's  art  amid  the  wildest  and  most  ex- 
quisite rocky  scenery  on  the  whole  glorious 
stretch  of  enchanted  coast  that  spreads  its 
long  and  fantastic  panorama  in  unbroken  suc- 
cession of  hill  and  mountain  from  the  quays 
of  Marseilles  to  the  palaces  of  Genoa. 

He  did  not  wholly  approve  the  desecration. 
Hugh  Massinger's  tastes  were  not  all  dis- 
torted. Dissipation  to  him  was  but  a  small 
part  and  fraction  of  existence.  He  took  it 
only  as  the  mustard  of  life — an  agreeable 
condiment  to  be  sparingly  partaken  of. — The 
poet's  instinct  within  him  had  kept  alive  and 
fresh  his  healthy  interest  in  simpler  things, 
in  hill  and  dale,  in  calm  and  peaceful  country 
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pleasures.  After  that  feverish  day  of  gambling 
at  Mont  Carlo,  he  would  dearly  have  loved 
to  rise  early  and  saunter  out  alone  for  a 
morning  walk ;  to  scale  before  breakfast  the 
ramping  cliffs  of  the  Tete-de-Chien,  and  to 
reach  the  mouldering  Eoman  tower  of  Turbia, 
that  long  mounted  guard  on  the  narrow  path 
where  Gaul  and  Italy  marched  together.  But 
that  hateful  pile  of  gold  and  notes  between 
the  pillow  and  the  mattress  restrained  his 
desire.  It  would  be  dangerous  to  wander 
among  the  lonely  mountains  with  so  large  a 
sum  as  that  concealed  about  his  person ; 
dangerous  to  leave  it  unguarded  at  the  hotel, 
or  to  entrust  it  to  the  keeping  of  any  casual 
stranger.  "  Cantabit  vacuus  coram  latrone 
viator,"  he  murmured  to  himself  half  aloud 
with  a  sigh  of  regret,  as  he  turned  away  his 
eyes  from  that  glorious  semicircle  of  jagged 
peaks  that  bounded  his  horizon.  He  must 
stop  at  home  and  take  care  of  his  money-bags, 
like  any  vulgar  cheesemongering  millionaire 
of  them  all.  Down,  poet's  heart,  with  your 
unreasonable  aspirations  for  the  lonely  moun- 
tain heights !  Amaryllis  and  asphodel  are 
not  for  you.     Shoulder  your  muckrake  with 
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a  manful  smile,  and  betake  3;ou  to  the  Casino 
where  Circe  calls,  as  soon  as  the  great  gate 
swings  once  more  on  its  grating  hinges. 
You  cannot  serve  two  masters.  You  have 
chosen  Mammon  to-day,  and  him  you  must 
worship.  No  mountain  air  for  your  lungs 
this  morning ;  but  the  close  and  crowded 
atmosphere  of  the  roulette  tables.  Keep  true 
to  your  creed  for  a  little  while  longer  :  it  is 
all  for  Elsie's  sake  !— For  Elsie  !  For  Elsie  ! 
— He  withdrew  his  head  from  the  window 
with  a  faint  flush  of  shame.  Ah,  Heaven, 
to  think  he  should  think  of  Elsie  in  such  a 
connection  and  at  such  a  moment ! 

He  had  the  grace  himself  to  be  heartily 
disgusted  at  it.  Gambling  was  indeed  a 
hateful  trade.  When  once  he  had  won  a 
fortune  for  Elsie,  he  would  never  again  touch 
card  or  dice,  never  let  her  learn  whence  that 
fortune  had  been  gathered.  He  would  even 
try  to  keep  her  out  of  his  mind,  for  her 
purity's  sake,  while  he  remained  at  Monte 
Carlo.  He  loved  her  too  well  to  drae:  her 
into  that  horrid  Casino,  were  it  but  in 
memory.  A  man  is  himself,  one  and  in- 
divisible ;  but  still  he  must  hold  the  various 
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parts  of  his  complex  nature  at  arm's-length, 
sometimes :  he  must  prevent  them  from  clash- 
ing :  he  must  refrain  from  mixing  up  what 
is  purest  and  truest  and  profoundest  in  his 
heart  with  all  that  is  vilest  and  lowest  and 
ugliest  and  most  money-grubbing.  Hugh 
had  an  unsullied  shrine  left  vacant  for  Elsie 
ytill :  he  would  not  profane  that  inmost  niche 
of  his  better  soul  with  the  poisonous  air  of 
the  gambling  hells  of  Monaco.  Let  him  sink 
where  he  would,  he  was  yet  a  poet. 

He  dressed  himself  slowly  and  went  down 
to  breakfast.  Attentive  waiters,  expectant 
of  a  duly  commensurate  tip,  sniffing  pour- 
boire  from  afar,  crowded  round  for  the  honour 
of  his  distinguished  orders.  Raffalevsky 
joined  him  in  the  salle-d-manger  shortly.  The 
Russian  was  haggard  and  pale  from  sleepless- 
ness :  dark  rings  surrounded  his  glassy  black 
eyes  :  his  face  was  the  face  of  a  boiled  cod- 
fish. No  waiter  hurried  to  receive  his  com- 
mands :  all  Monte  Carlo  knew  him  well 
already  for  a  heavy  loser.  Your  loser  seldom 
overflows  into  generous  tipping.  Hugh 
beckoned  him  over  to  his  own  table :  he 
would  extend  to  the  Russian  the  easy  favour 
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of  his  profuse  hospitality.  RafFalevsky  seated 
himself  in  a  sulky  humour  by  the  winner's 
side.  He  meant  to  play  it  out  still,  he  said, 
to  the  bitter  end.  He  couldn't  afford  to  lose 
and  leave  off ;  that  game  was  for  capitalists. 
For  himself,  he  speculated — well — on  bor- 
rowed funds.  He  must  win  all  back  or  lose 
all  utterly.  In  the  latter  case A  sig- 
nificant gesture  completed  the  sentence.  He 
put  up  his  hand  playfully  to  his  right  ear 
and  clicked  with  his  tongue,  like  the  click 
of  a  revolver  barrel.  Hugh  smiled  responsive 
his  most  meaning  smile.  "  Esperons  toujours," 
he  murmured  philosophically  in  his  musical 
voice  and  perfect  accent.  No  man  on  earth 
could  ever  bear  with  more  philosophical  com- 
posure than  Hugh  Massinger  the  misfortunes 
of  others. 

Before  he  left  the  breakfast-table  that 
morning,  a  waiter  presented  the  bill,  all 
deferential  politeness.  ''I  sleep  here  to-night 
again,"  Hugh  observed  with  a  yawn,  as  he 
noted  attentively  the  lordly  conception  of  its 
various  items.  The  waiter  bowed  a  profound 
bow. — **  At  Monte  Carlo,  Monsieur,"  he  said 
significantly,  "one  pays  daily." — Hugh  drew 
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out  a  handful  of  gold  from  his  pocket  with 
a  laugh  and  paid  at  once.  But  the  omen 
disquieted  him.  Who  wins  to-day  may  lose 
to-morrow.  Clearly  the  hotel  at  least  had 
thoroughly  learnt  that  simple  lesson. 

They  filed  in  among  the  first  at  the  doors 
of  the  Casino.  Once  started,  Hugh  played, 
with  scarcely  an  intermission  for  food,  till 
the  tables  closed  again.  He  kept  himself  up 
with  champagne  and  sandwiches.  That  was 
indeed  a  glorious  day !  A  wild  success 
attended  his  hazards.  He  staked  and  won ; 
staked  and  lost ;  staked  and  won ;  staked  and 
lost  again.  But  the  winnings  by  far  out- 
balanced the  losses.  It  went  the  round  of 
the  tables,  in  frequent  whispers,  that  a  young 
Englishman,  a  poet  by  feature,  was  break- 
ing the  bank  with  his  audacious  plunging. 
He  plunged  again,  and  again  successfully. 
People  crowded  up  from  their  own  game  at 
neighbourin'g  boards  to  watch  and  imitate  the 
too  lucky  Englishman.  "  Give  him  his  head  ! 
He's  in  the  vein !  "  they  said.  "  A  man  in 
the  vein  should  always  keep  playing."  The 
young  lady  with  the  fine  Pennsylvanian 
twang  remarked  with  occidental  plainness  of 


FORTUNE   OF   WAR,  225 

speech  that  she  "  wouldn't  object  to  running 
a  partnership."  Hugh  laughed  and  demurred. 
— "You  might  dilute  the  luck,  you  know," 
he  answered  good-humouredly.  **But  if 
you'll  hand  me  over  a  hundred  louis,  I  don't 
mind  putting  them  on  31  for  you."  He  did, 
and  they  won.  The  crowd  of  gamblers 
applauded,  all  hushed,  with  their  usual  super- 
stitious awe  and  veneration.  "He  has  the 
run  of  the  numbers,"  they  said  in  concert. 
To  gamblers  generally,  fate  is  a  goddess,  a 
living  reality,  with  capricious  likes  and  dis- 
likes of  her  own.  They  are  ever  ready  to 
back  her  favourite  for  the  time  being ;  they 
look  upon  play  as  a  predestined  certainty. 

Raffalevsky  meanwhile  lost  and  lost  with 
equal  persistence.  He  drank  as  much  cham- 
pagne as  Hugh ;  but  the  wine  inspired  no 
lucky  guesses.  When  they  cam.e  to  count  up 
their  gains  and  losses  at  the  end  of  the  day, 
they  found  it  was  still  a  neck-and-neck  race, 
in  opposite  ways,  between  them.  Hugh  had 
won  altogether  close  on  nine  thousand  pounds. 
Raffalevsky  had  lost  rather  more  than  eight 
thousand  five  hundred.  , 

"Never  mind,"  Hugh  remarked  with  his 

VOL.  III.  ^ 
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inexhaustible  buoyancy.  "  We're  still  to  the 
good  against  his  Monegasqne  Highness. 
There's  a  balance  of  something  like  five 
hundred  pounds  in  our  joint  favour." 

"  In  other  words,"  EafFalevsky  answered 
with  a  grim  smile,  "  you've  won  all  my 
money  and  some  other  fellow's  too.  You're 
the  sponge  that  sucks  up  all  my  lifeblood. 
I've  got  barely  three  thousand  five  hundred 

left.       When     that     goes • "       And     he 

repeated  once  more  the  same  expressive 
suicidal  pantomime. 

That  night,  Hugh  slept  at  Monte  Carlo 
once  more.  He  had  lost  all  sense  of  shame 
and  decency  now.  He  sent  off  a  note  for 
two  thousand  francs  to  the  people  at  the 
pension,  just  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith — as 
the  newspapers  say — and  to  let  them  know 
he  was  really  returning.  But  he  had  formed 
a  shadowy  plan  of  his  own  by  this  time. 
He  would  wait  another  day  at  the  Casino 
and  go  home  to  San  Remo  with  Warren  Eelf 
by  the  train  that  reached  there  at  6.39 — ^the 
train  by  which  Elsie  had  said  in  her  note  he 
would  be  returning. 

Why  he  wished  to,  do  so,  he  hardly  with 
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distinctness  knew  himself.  Certainly  he  did 
not  mean  to  pick  a  quarrel ;  he  only  knew  in 
a  vague  sort  of  way  he  was  going  by  that 
train  ;  and  until  it  started,  he  would  keep  on 
playing. 

And  lose  every  penny  he'd  won,  perhaps ! 
Why  not  leave  off  at  once,  secure  of  his  eight 
thousand  ?  Bah  !  what  was  eight  thousand 
now  to  him?  He'd  win  a  round  twenty 
before  he  left  off — for  Elsie. 

So  he  played  next  day  from  morning  till 
night  ;  played,  and  drank  champagne 
feverishly.  Such  luck  had  never  been 
known  at  the  tables.  Old  players  stood  by 
with  observant  faces  and  admired  his  vein. 
Was  ever  a  system  seen  like  his  ?  Such 
judgment,  they  said ;  such  restraint ;  such 
coolness ! 

But  inwardly,  Hugh  was  consumed  all  day 
by  a  devouring  fire.  His  excitement  at  last 
knew  no  bounds.  He  dran^  champagne  by 
the  glassful  to  keep  his  nerve  up.  He  had 
won  before  nightfall,  all  told,  no  less  a  sum 
than  eleven  thousand  pounds  sterling.  What 
was  the  miserable  remnant  of  Whitestrand, 
now,  to  him !     Let  Whitestrand  sink  in  thd 
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sea  for  all  lie  cared  for  it!  He  had  here  a 
veritable  mine  of  wealth.  He  would  go  back 
to  San  Remo  to  bury  "Winifred — and  return 
to  heap  up  a  gigantic  fortune. 

Eleven  thousand  pounds !  A  mere  bagatelle. 
At  five  per  cent,  five  hundred  and  fifty  a 
year  only  ! 

His  train  was  due  to  start  at  five.  About 
four  o'clock,  Eaffalevsky  came  up  to  him 
from  another  table.  The  Russian's  face  was 
white  as  death.  "  I've  lost  all,"  he  murmured 
hoarsely,  drawing  Hugh  aside.  "  The  whole, 
the  whole,  my  three  hundred  thousand  francs 
of  borrowed  capital ! — And  what's  worse  still, 
I  borrowed  it  from  the  chest — government 
money — the  treasury  of  the  squadron  !  If  I 
go  back  alive,  I  shall  be  court-martialed. — 
For  Heaven's  sake,  my  friend,  lend  me  at 
least  a  few  hundred  francs  to  retrieve  my 
luck  with  ! " 

Hugh  put  his  hand  to  his  pile  and  drew 
out  three  notes  of  a  thousand  francs  each — a 
hundred  and  twenty  pounds  sterling  in  all. 
It  was  nothing,  nothing.  "  Grood  luck  go 
with  them,"  he  cried  good-humouredly. 
*'  When  those  are  gone,  my  dear  fellow,  come 
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back  for  more.  I'm  not  the  man,  I  hope  and 
trust,  to  turn  my  back  upon  a  comrade  in 
misfortune." 

The  Russian  snapped  at  them  with  a 
grateful  gesture,  but  without  hesitation  or 
spoken  thanks,  and  returned  in  hot  haste  to 
his  own  table.  Gamblers  have  little  time  for 
needless  talking. 

At  a  quarter  to  five,  after  a  last  hasty 
draught  of  champagne  at  the  buffet,  Hugh 
turned  to  go  out,  with  his  cash  in  his  pocket. 
In  front  of  him,  he  just  saw  an  apparition  of 
Raffalevsky,  rushing  wildly  away  with  one 
hand  upon  his  forehead.  The  man's  face  was 
awful  to  behold.  Hugh  felt  sure  the  Russian 
had  lost  all  once  more,  and  been  too  much 
ashamed  even  to  renew  his  application. 

The  great  door  swung  slow  upon  its 
hinges,  and  Raffalevsky  burst  into  the  outer 
corridor,  bowed  from  the  room  with  great 
dignity,  in  spite  of  his  frantic  haste,  by  a 
well-liveried  attendant.  There  is  plenty  of 
obsequiousness  at  Monte  Carlo  for  every 
player,  even  if  he  has  lost  his  last  louis. 

They  emerged  once  more  upon  the  beautiful 
terrace,  the  glorious  view,  the  pencilled  palm- 
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trees.  All  round,  the  sinking  Italian  sun  lit 
up  that  fairy  coast  with  pink  and  purple. 
Bay  and  rock  and  mountain-side  showed  all 
the  more  exquisite  after  the  fetid  air  of  those 
crowded  gaming  saloons.  High  up  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  inaccessible  Alps  the  great 
square  Roman  keep  of  Turbia  gazed  down 
majestically  with  mute  contempt  on  the 
feverish  throng  of  miserable  idlers  who 
poured  in  and  out  through  the  gaudy  portals 
of  the  garish  Casino.  A  serene  delight  per- 
vaded Hugh  Massinger's  placid  soul ;  he  felt 
himself  vastly  superior  to  these  human  butter- 
flies ;  he  knew  his  own  worth  as  he  turned 
entranced  from  the  marble  steps  to  the 
beautiful  prospect  that  spread  everywhere 
unrolled  like  a  picture  around  him.  Poet  as 
he  was,  he  despised  mere  gamblers ;  and  he 
carried  eleven  thousand  pounds  odd  of 
winnings  in  notes  in  his  pocket. 

R'r'r !  A  sharp  report !  A  cry  !  A  con- 
course !  Something  uncanny  had  surely 
happened.  People  were  running  up  where 
the  pistol  went  off.  Hugh  Massinger  turned 
with  a  shudder  of  disgust.  How  discom- 
posing !      The    usual     ugly     Monte    Carlo 
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incident!      Raffalevsky    had     shot    himself 
behind  the  shade  of  the  palm-trees. 

The  man  was  lying,  a  hideous  mass,  in  a 
crimson  pool  of  his  own  blood,  prone  on  the 
ground — hit  through  the  temple  with  a  well- 
directed  bullet.  It  was  a  horrid  sight,  and 
Hugh's  nerves  were  sensitive.  If  it  hadn't 
been  for  the  champagne,  he  would  really 
have  fainted.  Besides,  the  train  was  nearly 
due.  If  you  hover  about  where  men  have 
killed  themselves,  you're  liable  to  be  let  in 
for  whatever  may  happen  to  be  the  Monegasque 
equivalent  for  that  time-honoured  institution, 
our  own  beloved  British  coroner's  inquest. 
He  might  be  hailed  as  a  witness.  Is  that 
law  ?  Ay,  marry,  is  it  ?  Crowner's  quest 
law !  Better  give  it  all  a  wide  berth  at  once. 
The  bell  was  ringing  for  the  train  below. 
With  a  sudden  shudder,  Hugh  hurried  away 
from  the  ghastly  object.  After  all,  he  had 
done  his  best  to  save  him — lent  him  or  given 
him  three  thousand  francs  to  retrieve  his 
losses.  It  was  none  of  his  fault.  If  one 
man  wins,  another  man  loses.  Luck,  luck, 
the  mere  incalculable  chances  of  the  table ! 
If  their  places  had  been  reversed,  would  that 


232  TUm  MORTAL   COIL. 

morose,  unsociable,  ill-tempered  Russian  have 
volunteered  to  give  him  three  thousand  francs 
to  throw  away,  he  wondered  ?  Never,  never  : 
'twas  all  for  the  best.  The  Russian  had  lost, 
and  he  had  won — eleven  thousand  pounds 
odd,  for  Elsie. 

He  rushed  away  and  dashed  headlong  into 
the  station.  His  own  revolver  was  safe  in 
his  pocket.  He  carried  eleven  thousand 
pounds  odd  about  him.  No  man  should  rob 
him  without  a  fight  between  here  and  San 
Remo. 


(     233     ) 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

AT   BAY. 

Honest  folk  give  lucky  winners  a  wide  berth 
at  the  Casino  railway  station,  lest  they  should 
be  suspected  of  possible  evil  designs  upon 
their  newly  got  money.  Hugh  found,  there- 
fore, he  could  pick  his  own  seat  quite  at  will, 
for  nobody  seemed  anxious  to  claim  the 
dubious  honour  of  riding  alone  with  him. 
So  he  strolled  along  the  train,  humming  a 
gay  tune,  and  inspecting  the  carriages  with 
an  attentive  eye,  till  he  reached  a  certain 
first-class  compartment  not  far  from  the  front, 
where  a  single  passenger  was  quietly  seated. 
The  single  passenger  made  his  heart  throb ; 
for  it  was  AVarren  Eelf — alone  and  unpro- 
tected. 

He  hardly  knew  why,  but,   flushed   with 
wine  and  continued  good  fortune,  he  meant 
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to  ride  back  in  that  very  carriage,  face  to  face 
with  the  baffled  and  defeated  serpent ;  for 
Hugh  had  already  discounted  his  prospective 
victory.  Warren  was  looking  the  opposite 
way,  and  did  not  perceive  him.  Hugh 
waited,  therefore,  till  the  train  was  just  about 
to  start  from  the  station,  and  then  he  jumped 
in — too  late  for  Warren,  if  he  would,  to 
change  his  carriage. 

In  a  second,  the  painter  turned  round,  and 
recognized  his  companion.  He  gave  a  sudden 
start.  At  last  the  two  men  had  met  in 
earnest.  A  baleful  light  burned  in  Hugh's 
dark  eye.  His  blood  was  up.  He  had  run 
too  fast  through  the  whole  diapason  of  passion. 
Roulette  and  champagne,  love  and  jealousy, 
hatred  and  vindictiveness,  had  joined  together 
to  fire  and  inflame  his  heart.  He  was  at 
white-heat  of  exultation  and  excitement  now. 
He  could  hardly  contain  his  savage  joy. 
"  Have  I  found  thee,  0  my  enemy  ?  "  he  cried 
out,  half  aloud.  Another  time,  it  was  just 
the  opposite  way.  ''  Hast  thou  found  me,  0 
my  enemy  ?  "  he  had  cried  to  Warren  with  an 
agonized  cry  at  their  last  meeting  in  the  club 
in  London. 
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Warren  Eelf,  gazing  up  in  surprise, 
answered  him  back  never  a  word;  he  only 
thought  to  himself  silently  that  he  was  not 
and  had  never  been  Hugh  Massinger's  enemy. 
From  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  the  painter 
pitied  him  :  he  pitied  him  ten  thousand  times 
more  than  he  despised  him. 

They  stood  at  gaze  for  a  few  seconds. 
Then,  "  Where  have  you  been  ?  "  Hugh  asked 
at  last  insolently.  The  champagne  had  put 
him  almost  beside  himself.  Drunk  with 
wine,  drunk  with  good  fortune,  he  allowed 
his  true  nature  to  peep  forth  for  once  a  little 
too  obviously.  He  would  make  this  fellow 
Eelf  know  his  proper  place  before  gentlemei 
at  last — a  mere  ignorant  upstart,  half  way 
between  a  painter  and  a  common  sailor. 

"To  Paris,"  Warren  answered  with  curt 
decision.  He  was  in  no  humour  for  a  hasty 
quarrel  to-day  with  this  half-drunken  mad- 
man. 

"  What  for  ?  "  Hugh  oontinued,  as  rudely 
as  before.  Then  he  added  with  a  loud  and 
ugly  laugh :  "  You  need  tell  me  no  lies.  I 
know  already.  I've  found  you  out. — To  see 
my  cousin  Elsie  across  to  England." 
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At  the  word,  Warren's  face  fell  somewhat 
ominously.  He  leaned  back,  half  irresolute, 
in  the  corner  of  his  carriage  and  played  with 
twitching  fingers  at  the  leather  window-strop. 
"  You  are  right,"  he  answered  low,  in  a  short 
sharp  voice.  "  I  never  lie.  I  went  to  escort 
Miss  Ohalloner  from  you  and  San  Remo." 

Hugh  flung  himself  into  an  attitude  of 
careless  ease.  This  colloquy  delighted  him. 
He  had  the  fellow  at  bay.  He  began  to  talk, 
as  if  to  himself,  in  a  low  monologue.  "  Heine 
says  somewhere,"  he  observed  with  a  sardonic 
smile,  directing  his  observation  into  blank 
space,  as  if  to  some  invisible  third  person, 
"  that  he  would  wish  to  spend  the  evening  of 
his  days  in  a  cottage  by  the  sea,  within  sound 
of  the  waves,  with  his  wife  and  children 
seated  around  him — and  a  large  tree  growing 
just  outside  his  grounds,  from  whose  branches 
might  dangle  the  body  of  his  enemy." 

Warren  Relf  sat  still  in  constrained  silence. 
For  Elsie's  sake,  he  would  allow  no  quarrel 
to  arise  with  this  madman,  flown  with  inso- 
lence and  wine.  He  saw  at  once  what  had 
happened  :  Massinger  was  drunk  with  luck 
and  champagne.     But   he   would   avoid  the 
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consequences.  He  would  change  carriages 
when  they  stopped  on  the  frontier  at 
VentimigHa. 

The  bid  for  an  angry  repartee  had  failed. 
So  Hugh  tried  again  ;  for  he  would  quarrel. 
"  A  great  many  murders  take  place  on  this 
line,"  he  remarked  casually,  once  more  in  the 
air.  "  It's  a  dangerous  thing,  they  tell  me, 
for  a  winner  at  Monte  Carlo  to  go  home  alone 
in  a  carriage  by  himself  with  one  other 
passenger." 

Still  Warren  Relf  held  his  peace,  undrawn. 

Hugh  tried  a  third  time.  He  went  on  to 
himself  in  a  musing  monologue.  "  Any  man 
who  travels  anywhere  by  train  with  a  large 
sum  of  money  about  his  person  is  naturally 
exposed  to  very  great  peril,"  he  said  slowly, 
"  I've  been  to  Monte  Carlo,  playing,  to-day, 
and  I've  won  eleven  thousand  pounds  ;  eleven 
— thousand — pounds — sterling.  I've  got  the 
money  now  about  me.  There  it  is,  you  see, 
in  French  bank-notes.  A  very  large  sum. 
Eleven — thousand — pounds — sterling." 

Still  Warren  said  nothing,  biting  his  lip 
hard,  but  with  an  abstracted  air  looked  out  of 
the  window.     Hugh  was  working  himself  up 
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into  a  state  of  frantic  excitement  now,  though 
well  suppressed.  Fate  had  delivered  his 
enemy  plump  into  his  hands,  and  he  meant 
to  make  the  very  best  use  of  his  splendid 
opportunity. 

"  A  fool  in  Paris  once  called  in  a  barber," 
he  went  on  quietly,  with  a  studious  outer  air 
of  calm  determination,  "  and  ordered  him,  for 
a  joke,  to  shave  him  at  once,  with  a  pistol 
lying  before  him  on  the  dressing-table.  *  If 
your  hand  slips  and  you  cut  my  skin/  the 
fool  said,  *  I'll  blow  your  brains  out.'  To 
his  surprise,  the  barber  began  without  a  word 
of  reply,  and  shaved  him  clean  with  the 
utmost  coolness.  When  he'd  finished,  the 
patient  paid  down  ten  pounds,  and  asked  the 
fellow  how  he'd  managed  to  keep  his  hand 
from  trembling.  '  Oh,'  said  the  barber,  '  easy 
enough  :  it  didn't  matter  the  least  in  the 
world  to  me.  I  thought  you  were  mad.  If 
my  hand  had  slipped,  I  knew  what  to  do  : 
I'd  have  cut  your  throat  without  one  moment's 
hesitation,  before  you  had  time  to  reach  out 
for  your  pistol.  I'd  say  it  was  an  accident ; 
and  any  jury  in  all  Paris  would  without  a 
doubt  at  once  have  acquitted  me. — The  story's 
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illustrative.     I  hope,   Mr.  Eelf,  you  see  its 
applicability  ?  " 

"  I  do  not,"  Warren  answered,  surprised  at 
last  into  answering  back,  and  with  an  uneasy 
feeling  that  Massinger  was  developing 
dangerous  lunacy.  "  But  I  must  beg  you 
will  have  the  goodness  not  to  address  your 
conversation  to  rae  any  further." 

"  The   application  of  my  remark,"  Hugh 
went  on  to  himself,  groping  with  his  hand  in 
his  pocket  for  his  revolver,  and  withdrawing 
it  again  as  soon  as   he  felt  quite  reassured 
that  the  deadly  weapon  was  safely  there — 
"  ought  at  once  to  be  obvious  to  the  meanest 
understanding.      There    are    some   occasions 
where  homicide  is  so  natural  that  everybody 
jumps  at  once  to  a  particular  conclusion. — 
Observe   my   argument.      It    concerns    you 
closely. — Many  murders  have  taken  place  on 
this    line — murders    of    heavy    winners    at 
Monte   Carlo.      Many   travellers   have   com- 
mitted murderous  assaults  on  the  persons  of 
winners   with   large   sums   of  money   about 
them.— Now  follow  me  closely.     I  give  you 
fair  warning. — If  a  winner  with  eleven  thou- 
sand pounds  in  his  pocket  were  to  get  by 
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accident  into  a  carriage  with  one  other  person, 
and  a  quarrel  were  by  chance  to  arise  between 
them,  and  the  winner  in  self-defence  were  to 
fire  at  and  kill  that  other  person — do  you 
think  any  jury  in  all  the  world  would  convict 
him  for  protecting  his  life  from  the  aggressor  ? 
No,  indeed,  my  good  sir !  In  such  a  case, 
the  other  person's  life  would  be  wholly  at  the 
offended  winner's  mercy. — Do  you  follow  my 
thought  ?  Do  you  understand  me  now  ? — 
Aha,  I  expected  so !  Warren  Eelf,  I've  got 
you  in  my  power.  I  can  shoot  you  like  a 
dog ;  I  can  do  as  I  like  with  you." 

With  a  sudden  start,  Warren  Eelf  woke  up 
all  at  once  to  a  consciousness  of  the  real 
and  near  danger  that  thus  unexpectedly  and 
closely  confronted  him.  It  was  all  true  ;  and 
all  possible  !  Hugh  was  mad — or  maddened 
at  least  with  play  and  drink  :  he  deliberately 
meant  to  take  his  enemy's  life,  and  trust  to 
the  authorities  accepting  his  plausible  story 
that  he  was  forced  to  do  so  in  self-defence  or 
in  defence  of  his  money. 

"  You  blackguard  !  "  the  painter  cried  as  the 
truth  came  home  to  him  in  all  its  naked 
ugliness,  facing  Hugh  in  his  righteous  iiidig- 
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nation  like  an  angry  lion.  "  How  dare  you 
venture  on  such  a  cowardly  scheme  ?  How 
dare  you  concoct  such  a  vile  plot  ?  How  dare 
you  confess  to  me  you  mean  to  put  it  into 
execution  ?  " 

"I'm  a  gentleman,"  Hugh  answered,  smiling 
across  at  him  still  with  a  hideous  smile  of 
pure  drunken  devilry,  and  fingering  once 
more  the  revolver  in  his  pocket.  "  I'll  shoot 
no  man  without  due  explanation  and  reason 
given.  I'll  tell  you  why.  You've  tried  to 
keep  Elsie  out  of  my  way  all  these  long  years 
for  your  own  vile  and  designing  purposes — to 
beguile  and  entrap  that  innocent  girl  into 
marrying  t/ou — such  a  creature  as  ^ou  are  ; 
and  by  your  base  machinations  you've  suc- 
ceeded at  last  in  gaining  her  consent  to  your 
wretched  advances.  How  she  was  so  lost  to 
all  sense  of  shame  and  self-respect — she,  a 
Massinger  on  her  mother's  side — as  to  give 
her  consent  to  such  a  degrading  engagement, 
I  can't  imagine.  But  you  extorted  it  some- 
how^-by  alternate  threats  and  cringing,  I 
suppose — by  scolding  her  and  cajoling  her — 
by  lies  and  by  slanders — by  frightening  her 
and  libelling  me — till  the  poor  terrified  girl, 
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tortured  out  of  her  wits,  decided  to  accept 
you,  at  last,  out  of  pure  weariness.  A  Man 
would  be  ashamed,  I  say,  to  act  as  you  have 
done  ;  but  a  Thing  like  you — pah — there — it 
revolts  me  even  to  talk  to  you  !  " 

Warren  Relf  s  face  was  livid  crimson  with 
fiery  indignation ;  but  he  would  not  do  this 
drunken  madman  the  honour  of  contradicting 
or  arguing  with  him.  Elsie  to  him  was  far 
too  sacred  and  holy  a  subject  to  brawl  over 
with  a  half-tipsy  fool  in  a  public  conveyance. 
He  clutched  his  hands  hard  and  kept  his 
temper  ;  he  preferred  to  sit  still  and  take  no 
outer  notice. 

Hugh  mistook  his  enforced  calm  for 
cowardice  and  panic.  "  Aha !  "  he  cried 
again,  "  so  you  see,  my  fine  friend,  youVe 
been  found  out!  You've  been  exposed  and 
discredited.  YouVe  got  no  defence  for  your 
mean  secretiveness.  Going  and  hiding  away 
a  poor  terrified  friendless  homeless  girl  from 
her  only  relations  and  natural  protectors — 
working  upon  her  feelings  by  your  base  vile 
tricks — setting  your  own  wretched  woman- 
kind to  bully  and  badger  her  by  day  and  by 
night,  till  she  gives  her  consent  at  last — out 
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of  pure  disgust  and  weariness,  no  doubt — to 
your  miserable  proposals.  The  sin  and  the 
shame  of  it !  But  you  forgot  you  had  a  Man 
to  deal  with  as  well !  You're  brought  to  book 
now.  I've  found  you  out  in  the  nick  of  time, 
and  I  mean  to  take  the  natural  and  proper 
advantage  of  my  fortunate  discovery.  Listen 
here  to  me,  now,  you  infernal  sneak  :  before 
I  shoot  you,  I  propose  to  make  you  know  my 
plans.  I  shall  have  my  legitimate  triumph  out 
of  you  first.  I  shall  tell  you  all ;  and  then,  you 
coward — I'll  shoot  you  like  a  dog,  and  nobody 
on  earth  will  ever  be  one  penny  the  wiser." 

Warren  saw  the  man  had  fairly  reached 
the  final  stage  of  dangerous  lunacy.  He  was 
simply  raving  with  success  and  excitement. 
His  blood  was  up,  and  he  meant  murder. 
But  the  painter  fortunately  kept  his  head 
cool.  He  didn't  attempt  to  disarm  or  disable 
him  as  yet ;  he  waited  to  see  whether  Hugh 
had  or  had  not  a  pistol  in  his  pocket.  Perhaps 
Hugh,  with  still  deeper  cunning,  was  only 
trying  to  egg  him  on  into  a  vain  quarrel,  that 
he  might  disgrace  him  in  the  end  by  a  horribly 
plausible  and  vindictive  charge  of  attempted 
robbery. 
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"  I've  won  eleven  thousand  pounds,"  Hugh 
went  on  distinctly,  with  marked  emphasis,  in 
short  sharp  sentences.  "  My  wife's  dead, 
and  I've  inherited  Whitestrand.  I  mean  to 
marry  Elsie  Challoner.  I  can  keep  her  now 
as  she  ought  to  be  kept ;  I  can  make  her  the 
wife  of  a  man  of  property.  You  alone  stand 
in  my  way.  And  I  mean  to  shoot  you,  just 
to  get  rid  of  you  offhand. — Sit  still  there  and 
listen :  don't  budge  an  inch,  or,  by  Heaven, 
I'll  fire  at  once  and  blow  your  brains  out. 
Lift  hand  or  foot  and  you're  a  dead  man. — 
Warren  Eelf,  I  mean  to  shoot  you.  No  good 
praying  and  cringing  for  your  life,  like  the 
coward  that  you  are,  for  I  won't  listen.  Even 
if  you  were  to  renounce  your  miserable  claim 
to  my  Elsie  this  moment,  I  wouldn't  spare 
you ;  I'd  shoot  you  still.  You  shall  be 
punished  for  your  presumption — a  creature 
like  you ;  and  when  you're  dead  and  buried, 
I  shall  marry  Elsie. — Think  of  me,  you 
cringing  miserable  cur — when  you're  dead  and 
gone,  enjoying  myself  for  ever  with  Elsie. — 
Yes,  I  mean  to  make  you  drink  it,  down  to 
the  very  dregs.  Hear  me  out.  You  shall 
die  like  a  dog ;  and  I  shall  marry  Elsie." 
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Warren  Relfs  eye  was  fixed  upon  him 
hard,  watching  him  close,  as  a  cat  watches, 
ready  to  spring,  by  an  open  mouse-hole. 
This  dangerous  madman  must  be  disarmed  at 
all  hazards,  the  moment  he  showed  his  deadly 
weapon.  For  Elsie's  sake,  he  would  gladly 
have  spared  him  that  final  exposure.  But  the 
man,  in  his  insolent  drunken  bravado,  made 
parley  useless  and  mercy  impossible.  It  was 
a  life-and-death  struggle  between  them  now. 
Warren  must  disarm  him;  nothing  else  was 
feasible. 

As  he  watched  and  waited,  Hugh  dived 
with  his  hand  into  his  pocket  for  his  revolver, 
and  drew  it  forth,  exultant,  with  maniac 
eagerness.  For  a  single  second,  he  brandished 
it,  loaded,  in  Warren's  face,  laughing  aloud 
in  his  drunken  joy;  then  he  pointed  it 
straight  with  deadly  resolve  at  the  painter's 
forehead. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE    UNFORESEEN. 

Quick  as  lightning,  Relf  leaped  upon  his 
frantic  assailant,  and  with  one  powerful  arm, 
stiffened  like  an  iron  bar,  dashed  down  the 
upraised  hand,  and  the  revolver  in  its  grasp, 
with  all  his  might,  toward  the  floor  of  the 
carriage.  A  desperate  struggle  ensued  in 
that  narrow  compartment.  The  two  men, 
indeed,  were  just  evenly  matched.  Warren 
Relf,  strong  from  his  yachting  experience, 
with  sinewy  limbs  much  exercised  by  con- 
stant outdoor  occupation,  fought  hard  in 
sheer  force  of  thew  and  muscle,  with  the 
consciousness  that  therein  lay  his  one  chance 
of  saving  Elsie  from  still  further  misery. 
Hugh  Massinger,  on  the  other  hand,  well 
knit  and  wiry,  now  mad  with  mingled  ex- 
citement and  drink,  grappled  wildly  with  his 
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adversary   in    the    fierce    strength   of   pure 
adventitious    nervous    energy.      The    man's 
whole  being  seemed  to  pour  itself  forth  with 
a   rush   in   one   frantic    outburst   of    insane 
vigour.     He   gripped  the  revolver  with  all 
his  utmost  force,  and  endeavoured  to  wrench 
it,  in  spite  of  Warren's  strong  hand,  from  his 
enemy's  grasp,  and  to  turn  it  by  sheer  power 
of  wrist  and  arm  once  more  upon  Elsie's  new 
lover.     "  Blackguard  !  "  he  cried,  through  his 
clenched  teeth,  as  he  fought  tooth  and  nail 
with  frenzied  struggles  against  his  powerful 
opponent.     ''You  shan't  get  off.     You  shall 
never  have  her.     If  I  hang  for  you  now,  I'll 
kill  you  where  you  stand.     I've  always  hated 
you.     And  in  the  end  I  mean  to  do  for  you." 
With  a  terrible  effort,  Warren  wrested  the 
loaded  revolver  at  last  from   his   trembling 
hands.     Hugh  battled  for  it  savagely  like  a 
wild    beast    in    a    life-and-death    struggle. 
Every  chamber  had  a  cartridge  jammed  home 
in  its  recess.     To  fight  for  the  deadly  weapon 
would  be  downright  madness.     If  it  went  off 
by  accident,  somebody  would  be  wounded ; 
the  ball  might  even  go  through  the  wood- 
work into  the  adjoining  compartments.    With- 
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out  one  moment's  hesitation  Warren  raised 
the  fatal  thing  aloft  in  his  hand  high  above 
his  head.  The  window  on  the  seaward  side 
was  luckily  open.  As  he  swung  it,  Hugh 
leaped  up  once  more  and  tried  to  snatch  the 
loaded  pistol  afresh  from  his  opponent's 
fingers ;  but  the  painter  was  too  quick  for 
him ;  before  he  could  drag  down  that  uplifted 
arm  with  his  whole  weight  flung  upon  the 
iron  biceps,  Warren  Relf  had  whirled  the 
disputed  prize  round  his  head  and  flung 
it  in  an  arch  far  out  to  sea  through  the 
open  window.  The  railway  runs  on  a  ledge 
of  rock  overhanging  the  bay.  It  fell  with  a 
splash  into  the  deep  blue  water.  Hugh 
Massinger,  thus  helplessly  balked  for  the 
moment  of  his  expected  revenge,  sprang 
madly  on  his  foe  in  a  wild  assault,  with  teeth 
and  nails  and  throttling  fingers,  as  a  wounded 
tiger  springs  in  its  vindictive  death-throes 
on  the  broad  flanks  of  an  infuriated  elephant. 
Next  instant,  they  were  plunged  in  the 
deep  arch  of  a  tunnel,  and  continued  their 
horrible  hand-to-hand  battle  for  several 
minutes  in  utter  darkness.  Rolling  and 
grappling  in  the  gloom  together,  they  rose 
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and  fell,  now  one  man  on  top  and  now  the 
other,  round  after  round,  like  a  couple  of 
angry  wrestlers.  The  train  rushed  out  into 
the  light  once  more  and  plunged  a  second 
time  into  a  still  blacker  tunnel.  But  still 
they  fought  and  tore  one  another  fiercely. 
All  the  way  from  Monte  Carlo  to  the  frontier, 
indeed,  the  line  alternates  between  bold 
ledges  that  just  overhang  the  deep  blue  bays 
and  tunnels  that  pierce  with  their  dark  arch- 
ways the  intervening  headlands.  When 
they  emerged  a  second  time  upon  the  light 
of  day,  Hugh  Massinger  had  his  hands  tight 
pressed  in  a  convulsive  grasp  upon  Warren 
Relf  s  throat ;  and  Warren  Relf,  purple  and 
black  in  the  face,  was  tearing  them  away 
with  horrible  contortions  of  arms  and  legs, 
and  striving  to  defend  himself  by  brute  force 
from  the  would-be  murderer's  close-gripped 
clutches. 

"  Aha !  "  Hugh  cried,  as  he  held  his  enemy 
down  on  the  seat  with  a  gurgle  in  his  throat, 
"  I  have  you  now  !  I've  got  you;  I've  done 
for  you.  You  shall  choke  for  your  insolence  ! 
You  shall  choke — you  shall  choke  for  it." 

With  an  awful  rally  for  dear  life,  Warren 
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Relf  leaped  up  and  turned  the  tables  once 
more  upon  his  overspent  opponent.     Seizing 
Hugh  round  the  waist  in  his  powerful  arms, 
in  an  access  of  despair,  he  flung  him  from 
him  as  one  might  fling  a  child,  with  all  his 
store  of  gathered  energy.     If  only  he  could 
hold  the  man  at  bay  till  they  reached  Men- 
tone,  help   would   come — the  porters  would 
see  and  would  try  to  secure  him.     He  had  no 
time  to  think  in  the  hurry  of  the  moment 
that  even  so  all  the  world  would  believe  he 
himself  was  the  aggressor,  and  Hugh  Mas- 
singer,  with  that  great  roll  of  notes  stowed 
away  in  his  pocket,  was  the  injured  innocent. 
Fighting  instinctively  for  life  alone,  he  flung 
his  mad  assailant  right  across  the  carriage 
with  his  utmost  force.     Hugh  staggered  and 
fell  against  the  door  of  the  compartment ;  his 
head   struck   sharp   against  the  inner  brass 
handle.      With    a    loud    cry,   the   would-be 
murderer    dropped    helpless    on    the    floor. 
Warren  saw  his   temple    was   bleeding  pro- 
fusely.    He  seemed  quite  stunned — stunned 
or   dead  ?     His  face,  which  but   a   moment 
before   had   glowed  livid  red,  grew  pale  as 
death  with  a  horrible  suddenness.     Warren 
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leaned  over  him,  flushed  with  excitement, 
and  hot  with  that  terrible  wild-beast-like 
struggle.  Was  the  man  feigning,  or  was  he 
really  killed  ? —  Oh,  heavens,  would  they  say 
he,  Warren,  had  murdered  him  ? 

In  a  moment  the  full  horror  of  the  situation 
came  over  him. 

He  felt  Hugh's  pulse :  it  was  scarcely 
beating.  He  peered  into  his  eyes :  they 
were  glazed  and  senseless.  He  couldn't  tell 
if  the  man  were  dead  or  alive ;  but  he  stood 
aghast  now  with  equal  awe  at  either  horrible 
and  unspeakable  predicament.  Only  four 
minutes  or  so  more  till  Mentone !  What 
time  to  decide  how  to  act  in  the  interval  ? 
Oh,  dear  Heaven,  those  accusing,  tell-tale 
bank-notes !  Those  lying  bank-notes,  with 
their  mute  false  witness  against  his  real 
intentions  !  If  Hugh  was  dead,  who  would 
ever  believe  he  had  not  tried  to  rob  and 
murder  him  ?  Whatever  came  of  it,  he  must 
try  to  recover  Hugh  from  his  dead-faint  at 
all  hazards.  Water,  water !  Oh,  what 
would  he  not  give  for  one  glass  of  water ! 
He  essayed  to  bind  up  the  wound  on  the 
head  with  his  own  handkerchief.     It  was  all 
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of  no  avail  :  the  wound  went  bleeding 
steadily  on.  It  went  bleeding  on ;  that 
looked  as  though  Hugh  were  still  alive.  For 
if  Hugh  was  dead,  they  would  take  him  for  a 
murderer  ! 

Four  minutes  only  till  they  reached  Men- 
tone  ;  but  oh,  what  an  eternity  of  doubt  and 
terror !  In  one  single  vivid  panoramic 
picture,  the  whole  awfulness  of  his  situation 
burst  full  upon  him.  He  saw  it  all — all,  just 
as  it  would  happen.  What  other  interpreta- 
tion could  the  outside  world  by  any  possibility 
set  upon  the  circumstances?  A  winner  at 
Monte  Carlo,  returning  home  to  San  Remo 
with  a  vast  sum  in  bank-notes  concealed 
about  his  person,  gets  into  a  carriage  alone 
with  a  fellow-countryman  of  his  acquaintance, 
to  whom  he  would  naturally  at  once  confide 
the  fact  of  his  luck  and  his  large  winnings. 
He  is  found  dead  or  dying  in  the  train  at  the 
next  station,  his  coat  torn  after  a  frantic 
struggle,  and  the  carriage  bearing  every 
possible  sign  of  a  desperate  fight  for  life 
between[aggressor  and  defender.  His  revolver 
gone,  his  head  broken,  his  arms  black  with 
numerous  bruises,  who  could  doubt  that  he 
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had  fouglit  hard  for  his  life  and  his  money, 
and  succumbed  at  last  by  slow  degrees  to  the 
most  brutal  violence?  Who  would  ever 
believe  the  cock-and-bull  story  which  alone 
Warren  Eelf  could  set  up  in  self-justification  ? 
How  absurd  to  pretend  that  the  man  with 
the  money  was  the  real  aggressor,  and  that 
the  man  with  none  acted  only  in  pure  self- 
defence,  without  the  slightest  intention  of 
seriously  injuring  his  wild  assailant !  An 
accident,  indeed  !  No  jury  on  earth  would 
accept  such  an  incredible  line  of  defence.  It 
was  palpably  past  all  reasonable  belief — to 
any  one  but  himself  and  Hugh  Massinger — 
on  the  very  face  of  it. 

And  then,  a  still  more  ghastly  scene  rose 
clear  before  his  eyes,  with  the  vividness  and 
rapidity  of  a  great  crisis.  At  such  supreme 
moments,  indeed,  we  do  not  think  in  words 
or  logical  phrases  at  all ;  we  see  things 
unrolled  in  vast  perspective  as  a  living 
tableau  of  events  before  us ;  we  feel  and 
realize  past,  present,  and  future  in  incredible 
lightning-like  flashes  and  whirls  of  some 
internal  sense  :  our  consciousness  ceases  to 
be  bound  and  cabined  by  the  narrow  limits 


254  THIS  MORTAL   COIL. 

of  space  and  time :  a  single  second  suffices 
for  us  to  know  and  recognize  at  a  glance 
what  in  other  phases  it  would  take  us  a 
whole  hour  deliberately  to  represent  by 
analytic  stages  to  our  mental  vision.  Warren 
Eelf,  alone  in  that  cramped  compartment 
with  Hugh  Massinger,  or  Hugh  Massinger's 
corpse — he  knew  not  which — beheld  in  his 
mind's  eye  in  a  graphic  picture  a  court  of 
justice,  installed  and  inaugurated :  advocates 
pleading  his  case  in  vain  :  Sijuge  d' instruction 
cross-questioning  him  mercilessly  with  French 
persistence  on  every  detail  of  the  supposed 
assault :  a  jury  of  stolid  bourgeois  listening 
with  saturnine  incredulity  in  every  line  of 
their  faces  to  his  improbable  explanations — a 
delay — a  verdict — a  sentence  of  death  :  and 
behind  all — Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie,  Elsie. 

Therein  lay  the  bitterest  sting  of  the  whole 
tragedy.  That  Elsie  should  ever  come  to 
know  he  had  been  forced  by  circumstances, 
however  imperious,  into  laying  violent  hands 
on  Hugh  Massinger,  was  in  itself  more  ^han 
his  native  equanimity  could  possibly  endure. 
What  would  Elsie  say?  That  was  his  one 
distinct   personal   thought.      How   could   he 
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ever  bring  liimself  even  to  explain  the  simple 
truth  to  her  ?  He  shrank  from  the  idea  with 
a  deadly  loathing.  She  must  never  know 
Hugh  had  tried  to  murder  him — and  for  her 
as  the  prize.  She  must  never  know  he  had 
been  compelled  in  self-defence  to  fling  Hugh 
from  his  thioat,  and  unwillingly  to  inflict 
that  awful  wound — for  death  or  otherwise — 
upon  his  bleeding  forehead. 

Three  minutes,  perhaps,  to  Mentone  still. 
On  those  three  minutes  hung  all  his  future — 
and  Elsie's  happiness. 

In  the  midst  of  the  confused  sea  of  images 
that   surged  up  in  endless  waves  upon  his 
mind,  one  definite  thought  alone  now  plainly 
shaped  itself  in  clear-cut  mental  outline  before 
him.      He   must   save   Elsie — he  must   save 
Elsie  :  at  all  hazards,  no  matter  how  great — 
let   him   live   or   die — he   must   save    Elsie. 
Through  the  mist  of  horror  and  agony  and 
despair  that  dimmed  his  sight,  that  thought 
alone  loomed  clear  and  certain.     Save  Elsie 
the  anguish  of  that   awful  discovery :    save 
Elsie  the  inexpressible  pain  of  knowing  that 
the  man  she  now  loved  and  the  man  who 
once    pretended    to    love    her,    had    closed 
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together  in  deadly  conflict,  and  that  Warren 
had  only  preserved  Hugh  from  a  murderer's 
guilt  by  himself  becoming,  in  a  moment  of 
despair,  perhaps  Hugh's  unwilling  and  un- 
witting executioner. 

He  glanced  once  more  at  the  senseless 
mass  that  lay  huddled  in  blood  upon  the  floor 
of  the  carriage.  Alive  or  dead  ?  What  hope 
of  recovery  ?  What  chance  of  restitution  ? 
What  room  for  repentance  ?  If  Hugh  lived, 
would  he  clear  Warren  ?  or  would  he  die  in 
some  hospital  with  a  lie  on  his  lips,  condemn- 
ing his  enemy  for  the  very  assault  he  had 
himself  so  madly  yet  deliberately  committed  ? 
What  matter  to  Warren  ?  Whichever  way 
things  happened  to  turn,  the  pain  would  be 
almost  the  same  for  Elsie.  Concealment  was 
now  the  only  possible  plan.  He  must  conceal 
it  all — all,  all,  from  Elsie. 

The  train  was  slowing  round  a  dangerous 
curve — a  curve  where  the  line  makes  a  sharp 
angle  round  a  projecting  point — a  triumph  of 
engineering,  experts  consider  it — with  the 
sheer  rock  rising  straight  above,  and  the  blue 
sea  dimpling  itself  into  ripples  below.  He 
moved  to  the  door,  and  gazed  anxiously  out. 
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No  room  to  jump  just  there;  tlie  rock  and 
sea  hemmed  him  in  too  closely.  But  beyond, 
by  the  torrent,  a  loose  bank  of  earth  on  the 
further  side  might  break  his  fall,  if  he  chose 
to  risk  it.  Madness,  no  doubt,  ay,  almost 
suicide ;  but  with  only  two  minutes  more  to 
Mentone,  he  had  no  time  to  think  if  it  were 
madness  or  wisdom :  time  only  to  act,  to  act 
for  the  best,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  while 
action  of  some  sort  still  was  possible.  At 
such  times,  indeed,  men  do  not  reason :  they 
follow  only  the  strongest  and  deepest  im- 
pulse. Warren  Relf  did  not  wait  to  argue 
out  the  results  of  his  conduct  with  himself. 
If  he  leaped  from  the  train,  he  must  almost 
certainly  be  stunned  or  maimed,  perhaps  even 
killed  outright  by  the  concussion.  At  best, 
he  must  soon  be  taken  by  the  myrmidons  of 
justice  and  accused  of  the  marder.  To  get 
away  unperceived,  along  that  single  track  of 
open  coast,  backed  up  in  the  rear  by  high 
mountains,  was  simply  impossible.  Had  he 
stopped  to  reason,  he  might  have  remained 
where  he  was — and  lost  all.  But  he  did  not 
stop  to  reason ;  he  only  felt,  and  felt  pro- 
foundly.    His   instincts   urged   him   to  leap 
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while  there  was  still  time.  He  opened  the 
door,  as  he  reached  the  torrent,  and  looking 
out  upon  the  bank  with  cautious  deliberation, 
prepared  to  jump  for  it  at  the  proper  moment. 
The  train  was  slowing  much  more  distinctly 
now.  He  thought  the  brake  must  be  put  on 
hard.  He  could  surely  jump  as  he  reached 
the  corner  without  serious  danger.  He 
stepped  with  one  foot  on  to  the  open  foot- 
board. It  wasn't  much  to  risk  for  Elsie.  A 
single  plunge,  and  all  would  be  settled. 
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THE    CAP    MARTIN    CATASTROPHE. 

As  he  paused  there  one  second,  before  he 
jumped,  he  was  dimly  aware  of  a  curious  fact 
that  caught  his  attention,  sideways,  even  at 
that  special  moment  of  doubt  and  danger : 
many  other  doors  on  the  landward  side  of 
the  train  stood  also  open,  and  other  passengers 
beside  himself,  with  fear  and  surprise  depicted 
visibly  on  their  pale  faces,  were  stepping  out, 
irresolute,  just  as  he  himself  had  done,  upon 
the  narrow  footboard.  Could  they  have 
heard  the  struggle?  he  wondered  vaguely 
to  himself.  Could  they  have  gained  some 
hasty  inkling  of  the  tragic  event  that  had 
taken  place,  so  secretly,  all  unknown  as  he 
supposed,  in  his  own  compartment?  Had 
some  neighbouring  traveller  caught  faintly 
the  muffled  sounds  of  a  desperate  fight  ?   Had 
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he  suspected  an  attack  upon  some  innocent 
passenger  ?  Had  he  signalled  the  guard  to 
stop  the  train  ?  for  it  was  slowing  still, 
slowing  yet  more  sensibly  and  certainly  each 
moment.  More  and  more  pale  faces  now 
appeared  at  the  doors ;  and  a  Frenchman 
standing  on  the  footboard  of  the  next  com- 
partment, a  burly  person  of  military  appear- 
ance, with  an  authoritative  air,  cried  aloud 
in  a  voice  of  quick  command,  "  Sautez,  done ! 
Sautez ! "  At  the  word,  Warren  leaped, 
he  knew  not  why,  from  the  doomed  carriage. 
The  Frenchman  leaped  at  the  selfsame  moment. 
All  down  the  train,  a  dozen  or  two  of  pas- 
sengers followed  suit  as  if  by  a  concerted 
order.  \Yarren  had  no  idea  in  his  own  mind 
what  was  really  happening,  but  he  knew  the 
train  had  slackened  speed  immensely,  and 
that  he  had  landed  on  his  feet  and  hands  on 
the  rubbly  bank  with  no  more  result,  so  for 
as  he  himself  could  see  just  then,  than  a 
sprained  ankle  and  some  few  bleeding  wounds 
on  his  knees  and  elbows. 

Next  instant  a  horrible  crash  resounded 
through  the  air,  and  bellowed  and  echoed 
with  loud  reverberation  from  the  rocky  walls 
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of  those  sheer  precipices.  Thud,  thud,  thud 
followed  close  on  the  crash,  as  carriage  after 
carriage  shocked  fiercely  against  the  engine 
and  the  compartments  in  front  of  it.  Then 
a  terrible  sight  met  his  eyes.  The  train  had 
just  reached  the  ledge  of  cliff  beyond,  and 
with  a  wild  rocking  disappeared  all  at  once 
over  the  steep  side  into  the  sea  below. 
Nothing  in  life  is  more  awful  in  its  unex- 
pectedness than  a  great  railway  accident. 
Before  Warren  had  even  time  to  know  what 
was  taking  place  by  his  side,  it  was  all  over. 
The  train  had  fallen  in  one  huge  mass  over 
the  edge  of  the  cliff,  and  Hugh  Massinger, 
with  his  eleven  thousand  pounds  safe  in  his 
pocket,  was  hurried  away  without  warning 
or  reprieve  into  ten  fathoms  deep  of  blue 
Mediterranean. 

Everybody  remembers  the  main  features 
of  that  terrific  accident,  famfous  in  the  history 
of  French  railway  disasters  as  the  Cap 
Martin  catastrophe.  Shortly  after  passing 
Roquebrune  station  (where  the  through-trains 
do  not  stop),  one  of  the  engine-wheels  became 
loosened  by  a  violent  shock  against  a  badly- 
laid  sleeper,  and,  thus  acting  as  a  natural 
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brake,  brought  the  train  almost  to  a  stand- 
still for  a  few  seconds,  just  opposite  the  very 
dangerous  ledge  known  locally  as  the  Borrigo 
escarpment.     The  engine  there  left  the  rails 
with    a  jerk,  and    many  of  the    passengers, 
seeing  something  serious  was  likely  to  take 
place,  seized  the  opportunity,  just  before  the 
crash,  of  opening  the  doors  on  the  landward 
side,  and  leaping  from  the  train  while  it  had 
reached  its  slowest  rate  of  motion,   on   the 
very  eve  of  its  final  disaster.     One  instant 
later,    the    engine    oscillated    violently    and 
stopped  altogether  ;  the  othe    carriages  tele- 
scoped against  it ;  and  the  entire  train,  thrown 
off  its  balance  with  a  terrible  wrench,  toppled 
over  the  sheer  precipice  at  the  side  into  the 
deep  water  that  skirts  the  foot  of  the  neigh- 
bouring  mountains.      That    was   the   whole 
familiar  story  as  the  public  at  large  came, 
bit  by  bit,  to   learn  it  afterwards.     But  for 
the  moment,  the  stunned  and  horrified  pas- 
sengers on  the  bank  of  the  torrent  only  knew 
that  a  frightful  accident  had  taken  place  with 
incredible  rapidity,  and  that  the  train  itself, 
with    many  of  their  fellow-travellers   seated 
within,  had  sunk  like  lead  in  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye  to  the  bottom  of  the  bay,  leaving 
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the  few  survivors  there  on  dry  land  aghast 
at  the  inexpressible  suddenness  and  awfulness 
of  this  appalling  calamity. 

As  for  Warren  Relf,  amid  the  horror  of 
his  absorbing  life-and-death  struggle  with 
Hugh  Massinger,  and  the  abiding  awe  of  its 
terrible  consummation,  he  had  never  even 
noticed  the  angry  jerking  of  the  loosened 
wheel;  the  whirr  that  jarred  through  the 
shaken  carriages,  the  growing  oscillation 
from  side  to  side,  the  evident  imminence  of 
some  alarming  accident.  Sudden  as  the 
catastrophe  was  to  all,  to  him  it  was  more 
sudden  and  unexpected  than  to  any  one. 
Till  the  actual  crash  itself  came,  indeed,  he 
did  not  realize  why  the  other  passengers  were 
hanging  on  so  strangely  to  the  narrow  foot- 
board. The  whole  episode  happened  in  so 
short  a  space  of  time — thirty  seconds  at  best 
— that  he  had  no  opportunity  to  collect  and 
recover  his  scattered  senses.  He  merely 
recognized  at  first  in  some  stunned  and 
shattered  fashion  that  he  was  well  out  of  the 
fatal  train,  and  that  a  dozen  sufferers  lay 
stretched  in  evident  pain  and  danger  on  the 
low  bank  of  earth  beside  him. 
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For  all  tlie  passengers  had  not  fared  so 
well  in  their  escape  as  he  himself  had  done. 
Many  of  them  had  suffered  serious  hurt  in 
their  mad  jump  from  the  open  doorway, 
alighting  on  jagged  points  of  broken  stone, 
or  rolling  down  the  sides  of  the  steep  ravine 
into  the  dry  bed  of  the  winter  torrent.  The 
least  injured  turned  with  one  accord  to  help 
and  tend  their  wounded  companions.  But  as 
for  the  train  itself,  it  had  simply  disappeared. 
It  was  as  though  it  had  never  been.  Scarcely 
a  sign  of  it  showed  on  the  unruffled  water. 
Falling  sheer  from  the  edge  of  that  precipitous 
crag  into  the  deep  bay,  it  had  sunk  like  a 
stone  at  once  to  the  very  bottom.  Only  a 
few  fragments  of  broken  wreckage  appeared 
here  and  there  floating  loose  upon  the  surface. 
Hardly  a  token  remained  beside  to  show  the 
outer  world  where  that  whole  long  line  of 
laden  carriages  had  toppled  over  bodily  into 
the  profound  green  depths  that  still  smiled  so 
sweetly  between  Eoquebrune  and  Mentone. 

For  a  while,  distracted  by  this  fresh  horror, 
Warren  could  only  think  of  the  dead  and 
wounded.  His  own  torn  and  blood-stained 
condition  excited  no  more  attention  or  curi- 
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oslty  now  on  the  part  of  bystanders  than  that 
of  many  others  among  his  less  fortunate 
fellow-passengers.  Nor  did  he  even  reflect 
with  any  serious  realization  that  Elsie  was 
saved  and  his  own  character  practically 
vindicated.  The  new  shock  had  deadened 
the  sense  and  vividness  of  the  old  one.  In 
the  face  of  so  awful  and  general  a  calamity 
as  this,  his  own  private  fears  and  doubts  and 
anxieties  seemed  to  shrink  for  the  moment 
into  absolute  insignificance. 

In  time,  however,  it  began  slowly  to  dawn 
upon  his  bewildered  mind  that  other  trains 
might  come  up  from  Monaco  or  Mentone  and 
dash  madly  among  the  broken  debris  of  the 
shattered  carriages.  Whatever  caused  their 
own  accident  might  cause  accidents  also  to 
approaching  engines.  Moreover,  the  wounded 
]ay  scattered  about  on  all  sides  upon  the 
track,  some  of  them  in  a  condition  in  which 
it  might  indeed  be  difficult  or  even  dangerous 
to  remove  them.  Somebody  must  certainly 
go  forward  to  Mentone  to  warn  the  chef  de 
gave  and  to  fetch  up  assistance.  After  a 
hurried  consultation  with  his  nearest  neigh- 
bours, Warren  took  upon  himself  the  task  of 
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messenger.  He  started  off  at  once  on  this 
needful  errand,  and  plunged  with  a  heart 
now  strangely  aroused  into  the  deep  darkness 
of  the  last  remaining  tunnel. 

His  sprained  ankle  caused  him  terrible 
pain  at  every  step ;  but  the  pain  itself,  joined 
with  the  consciousness  of  performing  an 
imperative  duty,  kept  his  mind  from  dwelling 
too  much  for  the  moment  on  his  own  altered 
yet  perilous  situation.  As  he  dragged  one 
foot  wearily  after  the  other  through  that  long 
tunnel,  his  thoughts  concentrated  themselves 
for  the  time  being  on  but  one  object — to 
reach  Mentone  and  prevent  any  further 
serious  accident. 

When  he  had  arrived  at  the  station,  how- 
ever, and  despatched  help  along  the  line  to 
the  other  sufferers  from  the  terrible  disaster, 
he  had  time  to  reflect  in  peace  for  a  while 
upon  the  sudden  change  this  great  public 
calamity  had  wrought  in  his  own  private 
position.  The  danger  of  misapprehension 
had  been  removed  by  the  accident  as  if  by 
magic.  Unless  he  himself  chose  to  reveal 
the  facts,  no  soul  on  earth  need  ever  know  a 
word  of  that  desperate   struggle  with  mad 
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Hugh  Massinger  in  the  wrecked  railway 
carriage.  Even  supposing  the  bodies  were 
ultimately  dredged  up  or  recovered  by  divers, 
no  suspicion  could  now  possibly  attach  to  his 
own  conduct.  The  wound  on  Hugh's  head 
would  doubtless  be  attributed  to  the  fall 
alone ;  though  the  chance  of  the  body  being 
recognizable  at  all  after  so  horrible  a  cata- 
strophe would  indeed  be  slight,  considering 
the  way  the  carriages  had  doubled  up  like  so 
much  trestle-work  upon  one  another  before 
finally  falling.  Elsie  was  saved  ;  that  much 
at  least  was  now  secured.  She  need  know 
nothing.  Unless  he  himself  were  ever  tempted 
to  tell  her  the  ghastly  truth,  that  terrible 
episode  of  the  death-struggle  in  the  doomed 
train  might  remain  for  ever  a  sealed  book  to 
the  woman  for  whose  sake  it  had  all  been 
enacted. 

Warren's  mind,  therefore,  was  made  up  at 
once.  All  things  considered,  it  had  become 
a  sacred  duty  for  him  now  to  hold  his  tongue 
for  ever  and  ever  about  the  entire  incident. 
No  man  is  bound  to  criminate  himself;  above 
all,  no  man  is  bound  to  expose  himself  when 
innocent    to   an    unjust    yet    overwhelming 


2G8  THIS  MORTAL    COIL. 

suspicion  of  murder.  But  that  was  not  all. 
Elsie's  happiness  depended  entirely  upon  his 
rigorous  silence.  To  tell  the  whole  truth, 
even  to  her,  would  be  to  expose  her  shrinking 
and  delicate  nature  to  a  painful  shock,  as 
profound  as  it  was  unnecessary,  and  as  lasting 
as  it  was  cruel.  The  more  he  thought  upon 
it,  the  more  plain  and  clear  did  his  duty 
shine  forth  before  him.  Chance  had  supplied 
him  with  a  strange  means  of  honourable 
escape  from  what  had  seemed  at  first  sight 
an  insoluble  dilemma.  It  would  be  folly  and 
worse,  under  his  present  conditions,  for  him  to 
refuse  to  profit  by  its  unconscious  suggestion. 
Yet  more  :  he  must  decide  at  once  without 
delay  upon  his  line  of  action.  News  of  the 
catastrophe  would  be  telegraphed,  of  course, 
immediately  to  England.  Elsie  would  most 
likely  learn  the  whole  awful  episode  that  very 
evening  at  her  hotel  in  London  :  he  could 
hear  the  very  cries  of  the  street  boys  ringing 
in  his  ears  :  "  Speshul  Edition.  Appalling 
Railway  Accident  on  the  Eiviayrer  !  Great 
Loss  of  Life  !  A  Train  Precipitated  into  the 
Mediterranean !  "  If  not,  she  v/ould  at  any 
rate  read  the  alarming  news  in  an  agony  of 
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terror   in   the   morning   papers.     She   knew 
Warren  himself  was  returning  to  San  Eemo 
by  that  very  train.     She  did  not  know  that 
Hugh  was   likely  to   be  one   of  his   fellow- 
passengers.     She  must  not  hear  of  the  acci- 
dent for  the  first  time  from  the  columns  of 
the    Times   or   the  Pall   Mall   Gazette.     He 
must   telegraph    over    at    once   and    relieve 
beforehand  her  natural  anxiety  for  her  future 
husband's  safety.     But  Hugh's  name  and  fote 
need  not  be  mentioned,  at  least  for  the  present; 
he  could  reserve  that  revelation  for  a  more 
convenient    season.      To    publish    it,    indeed, 
would  be  in  part  to  incriminate  himself,  or  at 
least  to  arouse  unjust  suspicion. 

He  drove  to  the  telegraph  office,  worn  out 
as  he  was  with  pain  and  excitement,  and 
despatched  a  hasty  message  that  moment  to 
Elsie  :  "  There  has  been  a  terrible  accident 
to  the  train  near  Mentone,  but  I  am  not  hurt, 
at  least  to  speak  of — only  a  few  slight  sprains 
and  bruises.  Particulars  in  papers.  Affec- 
tionately, Warren."  And  then  he  drove 
back  to  the  scene  of  the  catastrophe. 

It  was  a  week  before  all  the  bodies  were 
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dredged  up  by  relays  of  divers  from  the 
wreck  of  that  ill-fated  and  submerged  train. 
Hugh.  Massinger's  was  one  of  the  last  to  be 
recovered.  It  was  found,  minus  a  large  part 
of  the  clothing.  The  sea  had  torn  off  his  coat 
and  shirt.  The  eleven  thousand  pounds  in 
French  bank-notes  never  turned  up  at  all 
again.  His  money  indeed  had  perished  with 
him. 

They  buried  all  that  remained  of  that 
volcanic  life  on  the  sweet  and  laughing  hill- 
side at  Mentone.  A  plain  marble  cross  marks 
the  spot  where  he  rests.  On  the  plinth  stand 
graven  those  prophetic  lines  from  the  plain- 
tive proem  to  "  A  Life's  Philosophy  "  : 

"  Here,  by  the  haven  with  the  hoary  trees, 
O  fiery  poet's  heart,  lie  still : 
No  longer  strive  amid  tempestuous  seas 
To  curb  wild  waters  to  thy  lurid  will. 
Above  thy  grave 
Wan  olives  wave, 
And  oleanders  court  deep-laden  bees. 

That  nought  of  fulfilment  might  be  wanting 
to  his  prayer,  Warren  Relf  with  his  own 
hand  planted  a  blushing  oleander  above  the 
mound  where  that  fiery  poet's  heart  lay  still 
for  ever.     He  had  nothing  but  pity  in  his 
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soul  for  Hugh's  wasted  powers.  A  splendid 
life,  marred  in  tlie  making  by  its  own  head- 
strong folly.  And  Winifred,  who  loved  liim, 
and  whose  heart  he  broke,  lay  silent  in  the 
self-same  grave  beside  him. 
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CHAPTER    LI. 

NEXT   OF    KIN   WANTED. 

The  recovery  of  Hugh's  body  from  the  shat- 
tered train  gave  Warren  Relf  one  needful 
grain  of  internal  comfort.  He  identified  that 
pale  and  wounded  corpse  with  reverent  care, 
and  waited  in  solemn  suspense  and  unspoken 
anxiety  for  the  result  of  the  customary  post- 
mortem  examination.  The  doctors'  report 
reassured  his  soul.  Death  had  resulted,  so 
the  medical  evidence  conclusively  proved,  not 
from  the  violent  injuries  observed  on  the 
skull,  and  apparently  produced,  they  said,  by 
a  blow  against  the  carriage  door,  but  from 
asphyxiation,  due  to  drowning.  Hugh  was 
still  alive,  then,  when  the  train  went  over ! 
His  heart  still  beat  and  his  breath  still  came 
and  went  feebly  till  the  actual  moment  of  the 
final  catastrophe.     It  was  the  accident,  not 
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Warren's  hand,  that  killed  him.  Innocent  as 
Warren  knew  himself  to  be,  he  was  glad  to 
learn  from  this  authoritative  source  that  even 
unintentionally  he  had  not  made  himself 
Hugh  Massinger's  accidental  executioner. 

But  in  any  case  they  must  break  the  news 
gently  to  Elsie.  Warren's  presence  was 
needed  in  the  south  for  the  time  being,  to  see 
after  Winifred's  funeral  and  other  necessary 
domestic  arrangements.  So  Edie  went  over 
to  England  on  the  very  first  day  after  the 
fact  of  Hugh's  disappearance  in  the  missing 
train  had  become  generally  known  to  the 
little  world  of  San  Remo,  to  soften  the  shock 
for  her  with  sisterly  tenderness.  By  a  piece 
of  rare  good  fortune,  Hugh  Massinger's  name 
was  not  mentioned  at  all  in  the  earlier  tele- 
grams, even  after  it  was  fairly  well  known  at 
Mentone  and  Monte  Carlo  that  the  lucky 
winner,  whose  success  was  in  everybody's 
mouth  just  then,  had  perished  in  one  of  the 
lost  carriages.  The  despatches  only  spoke  in 
vague  terms  of  "  an  English  gentleman  lately 
arrived  on  the  Riviera,  who  had  all  but 
succeeded  in  breaking  the  bank  that  day  at 
Monte  Carlo,  and  was  returning  to  San  Remo, 

VOL.  III.  T 


274  THIS  MORTAL   COIL. 

elated  by  success,  with  eleven  thousand 
pounds  of  winnings  in  his  pocket."  It  was 
not  in  the  least  likely  that  Elsie  would  dream 
of  recognizing  her  newly  bereaved  cousin 
under  this  highly  improbable  and  generalized 
description — especially  when  Winifred,  as  she 
well  knew,  was  lying  dead  meanwhile,  the 
victim  of  his  cold  and  selfish  cruelty,  at  the 
pension  at  San  Remo.  Edie  would  be  the  first 
to  bring  her  the  strange  and  terrible  news  of 
Hugh's  sudden  death.  Warren  himself 
stopped  behind  at  Mentone,  as  in  duty  bound, 
to  identify  the  body  formally  at  the  legal 
inquiry. 

He  had  another  reason,  too,  for  wishing  to 
break  the  news  to  Elsie  through  Edie's  mouth 
rather  than  personally.  For  Edie  knew 
nothing,  of  course,  of  the  deadly  struggle  in 
the  doomed  train,  of  that  hand-to-hand  battle 
for  life  and  honour ;  and  she  could  therefore 
with  truth  unfold  the  whole  story  exactly  as 
Warren  wished  Elsie  first  to  learn  it.  For 
her,  there  was  nothing  more  to  tell  than  that 
Hugh,  with  incredible  levity  and  brutal  want 
of  feeling,  had  gone  over  to  Monte  Carlo  to 
gamble  openly  at  the  public  tables,  on  the 
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very  days  while  his  poor  young  wife,  killed 
inch  by  inch  by  his  settled  neglect,  lay  dead 
in  her  lonely  lodging  at  San  Eemo :  that  he 
had  returned  a  couple  of  evenings  later  with 
his  ill-gotten  gains  upon  the  fated  train  :  and 
that,  falling  over  into  the  sea  with  the  car- 
riages from  which  Warren  just  barely  escaped 
with  dear  life,  he  was  drowned  in  his  place  in 
one  of  the  shattered  and  sunken  compart- 
ments. That  was  all :  and  that  was  bad 
enough  in  all  conscience.  What  need  to 
burden  Elsie's  gentle  soul  any  further  with 
the  more  hideous  concomitants  of  that  un- 
speakable tragedy  ? 

Elsie  bore  the  news  with  far  greater  forti- 
tude than  Edie  in  her  most  sanguine  mood 
could  have  expected.  Winifred's  death  had 
sunk  so  deep  into  the  fibres  of  her  soul  that 
Hugh's  seemed  to  affect  her  far  less  by  com- 
parison. She  had  learnt  to  know  him  now 
in  all  his  baseness.  It  was  the  recognition  of 
the  man's  own  inmost  nature  that  had  cost 
her  dearest.  "  Let  us  never  speak  of  him 
again,  dear  Warren,"  she  wrote  to  her 
betrothed,  a  few  days  later.  "  Let  him  be  to 
us  as  though  he  had  never  existed.     Let  his 
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name  be  not  so  much  as  mentioned  between 
us.  It  pains  and  grieves  me  ten  thousand 
times  more,  Warren,  to  think  that  for  such  a 
man's  sake  as  he  was,  I  should  so  long  have 
refused  to  accept  the  love  of  such  a  man  as  I 
now  know  you  to  be." 

Those  are  the  hardest  words  a  woman  can 
utter.  To  unsay  their  love  is  to  women  un- 
endurable. But  Elsie  no  longer  shrank  from 
unsaying  it.  Shame  and  remorse  for  her 
shattered  ideal  possessed  her  soul.  She  knew 
she  had  done  the  true  man  wrong  by  so  long 
rejecting  him  for  the  sake  of  the  false  one. 

At  sand-girt  Whitestrand,  meanwhile,  all 
was  turmoil  and  confusion.  The  news  of  the 
young  Squire's  tragic  death,  following  so 
close  at  the  heel  of  his  frail  little  wife's,  spread 
horror  and  surprise  through  the  whole  com- 
munity. The  vicar's  wife  was  all  agog  with 
excitement.  The  reticule  trembled  on  her 
palpitating  wrist  as  she  went  the  round  of 
her  neighbours  with  the  surprising  intelli- 
gence. Nobody  knew  what  might  happen 
next,  now  the  last  of  the  Meyseys  was  dead 
and  gone,  while  the  sandbanks  were  spreading 


NEXT  OF  KIN   WANTED,  277 

half  a  mile  to  seaward,  and  the  very  river 
was  turned  from  its  course  by  encroaching 
hummocks  into  a  new-cut  channel.  The 
mortgagees,  to  be  sure,  were  safe  with  their 
money.  Not  only  was  the  property  now 
worth  on  a  rough  computation  almost  as  much 
as  it  had  ever  been,  but  Winifred's  life  had 
been  heavily  insured,  and  the  late  Mr.  Mas- 
singer  s  estate,  the  family  attorney  remarked 
with  a  cheerful  smile,  was  far  more  than 
solvent — in  fact,  it  would  prove  a  capital 
inheritance  for  some  person  or  persons  un- 
known, the  heirs-at-law  and  next-of-kin  of 
the  last  possessor.  But  good  business  lay  in 
store,  no  doubt,  for  the  profession  still. 
Deceased  had  probably  died  intestate.  End- 
less questions  would  thus  be  opened  out  in 
delicious  vistas  before  the  entranced  legal 
vision.  The  marriage  being  subsequent  to 
the  late  Married  Woman's  Property  Act,  Mrs. 
Massinger's  will,  if  any,  must  be  found  and 
proved.  The  next-of-kin  and  heir-at-law 
must  be  hunted  up.  Protracted  litigation 
would  probably  ensue;  rewards  would  be 
offered  for  certificates  of  birth;  records  of 
impossible  marriages  would  be  freely  adver- 
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tised  for,  with  tempting  suggestions  of 
pecuniary  recompense  to  tlic  lucky  discoverer. 
Research  would  he  stimulated  in  parish 
clerks ;  affidavits  would  be  sworn  to  with 
charming  recklessness  ;  rival  claimants  would 
commit  unblushing  alternative  perjuries  on 
their  own  account,  with  frank  disregard  of 
common  probability.  It  would  rain  fees.  The 
estate  would  dissolve  itself  bodily  by  slow 
degrees  in  a  quagmire  of  expenses.  And  all 
for  the  benefit  of  the  good  attorneys !  The 
family  lawyer,  in  the  character  of  Danae — for 
this  occasion  only,  and  without  prejudice — 
would  hold  out  his  hands  to  catch  the  golden 
shower.  A  learned  profession  would  no 
doubt  profit  in  the  end  to  a  distinct  amount 
by  the  late  Mr.  Massinger's  touching  dis- 
regard of  testamentary  provision  for  his  un- 
known relations. 

Alas  for  the  prospects  of  the  learned 
gentlemen !  The  question  of  inheritance 
proved  itself  in  the  end  far  easier  and  less 
complex  than  the  family  attorney  in  his  pro- 
fessional zeal  had  at  first  anticipated.  Every- 
thing unravelled  itself  with  disgusting 
simplicity.     The  estate  might  almost  as  well 
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have    been   unencumbered.      The   Lite   Mrs. 
Massinger  had  left  no  will,  and  the  property 
had    therefore   devolved   direct  by  common 
law  upon  her  surviving  husband.     This  was 
awkward.     If  only  now,  any  grain  of  doubt 
had  existed  in  any  way  as  to  the  fact  that 
the  late  Mrs.  Massinger  had  predeceased  her 
unfortunate    husband,    legal   acumen   might 
doubtless  have  suggested  innumerable  grounds 
of  action  for  impossible  claimants  on  either 
side  of  the  two  families.     But  unhappily  for 
the  exercise  of  legal  acumen,  the  case  as  it 
stood   was   all   most   horribly  plain   sailing. 
Hugh  Massinger,  Esquire,  having  inherited 
in   due   course   from   his  deceased  wife,  the 
estate  must  go  in  the  first  place   to   Hugh 
Massinger   himself,  in   person.     And   Hugh 
Massinger  himself  having  died  intestate,  it 
must   go   in   the  next  place  to  Hugh  Mas- 
singer's  nearest  representative.     True,  there 
still    remained    the   agreeable   and   exciting 
research  for  the  missing  heir-at-law  ;  but  the 
pursuit  of  hunting  up  the  heir-at-law  to  a 
given  known   indisputable   possessor    is    as 
nothing   in   the   eyes   of  a  keen  sportsman 
compared   with   the   Homeric  joy   of  battle 
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involved  in  the  act  of  setting  the  representa- 
tives of  two  rival  and  uncertain  claims  to 
fight  it  out,  tooth  and  nail  together,  on  the 
free  and  open  arena  of  tlie  Court  of  Probate. 
It  was  with  a  sigh  of  regret,  therefore,  that 
the  family  attorney,  good  easy  man,  drew  up 
the  advertisement  which  closed  for  ever  his 
vain  hopes  of  a  disputed  succession  between 
the  moribund  houses  of  Massinger  and  Meysey, 
and  confined  his  possibilities  of  lucrative 
litigation  to  exploiting  the  house  of  Mas- 
singer  alone,  for  his  own  use,  enjoyment,  and 
fruition. 

It  was  some  two  or  three  weeks  after 
Hugh  Massinger's  tragic  death  that  Edie 
Relf  chanced  to  observe  in  the  Agony  Column 
of  that  morning's  Times  a  notice  couched  in 
the  following  precise  and  poetical  language  : — 

"  Hugh  Massinger,  Esquire,  deceased,  late 
of  Whitestrand  Hall,  in  the  county  of  Suffolk. 
— Any  person  or  persons  claiming  to  repre- 
sent the  heir  or  heirs-at-law  and  next  of  kin 
of  the  above-named  gentleman  (who  died  at 
Mentone,  in  the  Department  of  the  Alpes 
Maritimes,  in  the  French  Republic,  on  or 
about  the   17th  day  of  November  last  past) 
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are  hereby  requested  to  npplj^  immediately  to 
Alfred  Heberdev,  Esq.,  Whitestrand,  Suf- 
folk, solicitor  to  the  said  Hugh  Massinger." 

Edie  mentioned  the  matter  at  once  to 
Warren,  who  had  come  over  from  France  as 
soon  as  he  had  completed  the  necessary 
arrangements  at  San  llemo  and  Mentone ; 
but  Warren  heard  it  all  with  extreme  dis- 
inclination. He  couldn't  bear  even  to  allude 
to  the  fact  in  speaking  to  Elsie.  Directly  or 
indirectly,  he  could  never  inherit  the  estate 
of  the  man  whose  life  he  had  been  so  nearly 
instrumental  in  shortening.  And  if  Elsie 
was  soon,  as  he  hoped,  to  become  his  wife, 
he  would  necessarily  participate  in  whatever 
benefit  Elsie  might  derive  from  inheriting 
the  relics  of  Hugh  Massinger's  ill-won  White- 
strand  property. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said.  "  The  estate  was 
simply  the  price  of  blood.  He  married  that 
poor  little  woman  for  nothing  else  but  for  the 
sake  of  Whitestrand.  He  killed  her  by  slow 
degrees  through  his  neglect  and  cruelty.  If 
he  hadn't  married  her,  he  would  never  have 
been  master  of  that  wretched  place :  if  he 
hadn't    married    her,   he    would   have    had 
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nothing  of  his  own  to  leave  to  Elsie.  I  can't 
touch  it,  and  I  won't  touch  it.  So  that's  flat, 
Edie.  It's  the  price  of  blood.  Let  it,  too, 
perish  with  him." 

"  But  oughtn't  you  at  least  to  mention  it 
to  Elsie  ?  "  Edie  asked  with  her  plain  straight- 
forward English  common  sense.  '*  It's  her 
business  more  than  it's  yours,  you  know, 
Warren.  Oughtn't  you  at  least  to  give  her 
the  option  of  accepting  or  refusing  her  own 
property  ? — It's  very  kind  of  you,  of  course, 
to  decide  for  her  beforehand  so  cavalierly. — 
Perhaps,  you  see,  when  she  learns  she's  an 
heiress,  she  may  be  inclined  to  transfer  her 
affections  elsewhere." 

Warren  smiled.  That  was  a  point  of  view 
that  had  never  occurred  to  him.  Your  male 
lover  makes  so  sure  of  his  prey :  he  hardly 
allows  in  his  own  mind  the  possibility  of 
rejection.  But  still  he  prevaricated.  "  I 
wouldn't  tell  her  about  it,  just  yet  at  least," 
he  answered  hesitatingly.  "  We  dont  know, 
after  all,  that  Elsie's  really  the  heir-at-law  at 
all,  if  it  comes  to  that.  Let's  wait  and  see. 
Perhaps  some  other  claimant  may  turn  up  for 
the  property." 
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"  Perhaps,"  Edie  replied,  with  her  oracular 
brevity.  "  And  perhaps  not.  There's  nothing 
on  earth  more  elastic  in  its  own  way  than  a 
good  perhaps.  India-rubber  bands  are  just 
mere  child's  play  to  it. —Suppose,  then,  we 
pin  it  down  to  a  precise  limit  of  time,  so  as 
to  know  exactly  where  we  stand,  and  say 
that  if  the  estate  isn't  otherwise  claimed 
within  six  weeks,  we'll  break  it  to  Elsie,  and 
allow  her  to  decide  for  herself  in  the 
matter  ?  " 

"  But  how  shall  we  know  whether  it's 
claimed  or  not  ?  "  Warren  asked  dubiously. 

"  My  dear,  there  exists  in  this  realm  of 
England  a  useful  institution  known  to  science 
as  a  penny  post,  by  means  of  which  a  letter 
may  be  safely  and  inexpensively  conveyed 
even  to  so  remote  and  undistinguished  a 
personage  as  Alfred  Heberden,  Esquire, 
solicitor  to  the  deceased,  Whitestrand,  Suffolk. 
— I  propose,  in  fact,  to  write  and  ask  him." 

Warren  groaned.  It  was  an  awkward  fix. 
He  wished  he  could  shirk  the  whole  horrid 
business.  To  be  saddled  against  your  will 
with  a  landed  estate  that  you  don't  want  is  a 
predicament  that  seldom  disturbs  a  modest 
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gentleman's  peace  of  mind  anywhere.  But 
he  saw  no  possible  way  out  of  the  odd 
dilemma.  Edie  was  right,  after  all,  no  doubt. 
As  yet,  at  least,  he  had  no  authority  to 
answer  in  any  way  for  Elsie's  wishes.  If  she 
wanted  Whitestrand,  it  was  hers  to  take  or 
reject  as  she  wished,  and  hers  only.  Still,  he 
salved  his  conscience  with  the  consolatory 
idea  that  it  was  not  actually  compulsory  upon 
him  to  show  Elsie  any  legal  advertisement, 
inquiry,  or  suggestion  which  might  happen 
to  emanate  from  the  solicitors  to  the  estate  of 
the  late  Hugh  Massinger.  So  far  as  he  had 
any  oflficial  cognizance  of  the  facts,  indeed, 
the  heirs,  executors,  and  assigns  of  the 
deceased  had  nothing  on  earth  to  do  in  any 
way  with  Elsie  Challoner,  of  San  Eemo, 
Italy.  Second  cousinhood  is  at  best  a  very 
vague  and  uncertain  form  of  relationship. 
He  decided,  therefore,  not  without  some  in- 
ternal qualms,  to  accept  Edie's  suggested 
compromise  for  the  present,  and  to  wait 
patiently  for  the  matter  in  hand  to  settle 
itself  by  spontaneous  arrangement. 

But  Alfred  Heberden,  Esquire,  solicitor  to 
the  deceased,  acted  otherwise.     He  had  failed 
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to  draw  any  satisfactory  communications  in 
answer  to  his  advertisement  save  one  from  a 
bogus  firm  of  so-called  Property  Agents,  the 
proprietors  of  a  fallacious  list  of  Next  of  Kin 
Wanted,  and   one   from  a  third-rate   pawn- 
broker  in  the  Borough  Road   whose   wife's 
aunt  had  once  married  a  broken-down  railway 
porter  of  the  name  of  Messenger,  from  Weem 
in  Shropshire,  and  who  considered  himself, 
accordingly,  the  obvious  representative  and 
heir-at-law  of  the  late  Hugh  Massinger   of 
the  Utter  Bar,  and  of  Whitestrand  Hall,  in 
Suffolk,    Esquire,    deceased    without    issue. 
Neither  of  these  applications,  however,  proving 
of  sufficient  importance  to  engage  the  atten- 
tion of  Mr.  Alfred   Heberden's  legal  mind, 
that  astute  gentleman  proceeded  entirely  on 
his  own  account  to  investigate  the  genealogy 
and  other  antecedents  of  Hugh  Massinger, 
with  a   single  eye  to  the   discovery  of  the 
missing  inheritor  of  the  estate,  envisaged  as 
a  person  from  whom  natural  gratitude  would 
probably  wring  a  substantial  solatium  to  the 
good   attorney  who   had    proved    his    title. 
And  the  result  of  his  inquiries  into  the  Mas- 
singer pedigree  took  tangible  shape  at  last,  a 
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week  or  two  later,  in  a  second  advertisement 
of  a  more  exact  sort,  which  Edie  Relf,  that 
diligent  and  careful  student  of  the  second 
column,  the  most  interesting  portion  of  the 
whole  newspaper  to  Eve's  like-minded  daugh- 
ters, discovered  and  pondered  over  one  foggy- 
morning  in  the  blissful  repose  of  128,  Bletch- 
ingley  Road,  South  Kensington. 

"  Challoner  :  Heir-at-law  and  Next  of 
Kin  Wanted.  Estate  of  Hugh  Massinger, 
Esquire,  deceased,  intestate. — If  this  should 
meet  the  eye  of  Elsie,  daughter  of  the  late 
Rev.  H.  Challoner  and  Eleanor  Jane  his 
wife,  formerly  Eleanor  Jane  Massinger,  of 
Chudleigh,  Devonshire,  she  is  requested  to 
put  herself  into  communication  with  Alfred 
Heberden,  Esq.,  Whitestrand,  Suffolk,  when 
she  may  hear  of  something  greatly  to  her 
advantage." 

Edie  took  the  paper  up  at  once  to  Warren. 
"  For  *  may  '  read  *  will,' "  she  said  pointedly. 
"  Lawyers  don't  advertise  unless  they  know. 
I  always  understood  Mr.  Massinger  had  no 
living  relations  except  Elsie.  This  question 
has  reached  boihng-point  now.  You'll  have 
to  speak  to  her  after  that  about  the  matter." 
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"  You  must  never,  never  take  it,  Elsie/' 
Warren  said  earnestly,  as  Elsie  laid  down 
the  paper  once  more  and  wiped  a  tear  from 
her  eye  nervously.  "  It  came  to  him  through 
that  poor  broken-hearted  little  woman,  you 
know.  He  should  never  have  married  her; 
he  should  never  have  owned  it.  It  was 
never  truly  or  honestly  his,  and  therefore  it 
isn't  yours  by  right.  I  couldn't  bear,  myself, 
to  touch  a  single  penny  of  it." 

Elsie  looked  up  at  him  with  a  twitching 
face.  "  Do  you  make  that  a  condition, 
Warren  ?  "  she  asked,  all  tremulous. 

Warren  paused  and  hesitated,  irresolute, 
for  a  moment.  "  Do  I  make  it  a  condition  ?  " 
he  answered  slowly.  "  My  darling,  how  can 
I  possibly  talk  of  making  conditions  or 
bargains  with  you  ?     But  I  could  never  bear 


288  THIS  MORTAL    COIL, 

to  think  that  wife  of  mine  would  touch  one 
penny  of  that  ill-gotten  money." 

"  Warren,"  Elsie  said,  in  a  very  soft  voice 
— tliey  were  alone  in  the  room  and  they 
talked  like  lovers — ''  I  said  to  myself  more 
than  once  in  the  old,  old  days — after  all 
that  was  past  and  done  for  ever,  you  know, 
dear — I  said  to  myself :  '  I  would  never 
marry  an}^  man  now,  not  even  if  I  loved 
him — loved  him  truly — unless  I  had  money 
of  my  own  to  bring  him/  And  when  I 
began  to  know  I  was  getting  to  love  you — 
when  I  couldn't  any  longer  conceal  from 
myself  the  truth  that  your  tenderness  and 
your  devotion  had  made  ra,e  love  you  against 
my  will — I  said  to  myself  again,  more  firmly 
than  ever  :  '  I  will  never  let  him  take  me  thus 
penniless.  I  will  never  burden  him  with 
one  more  mouth  to  feed,  one  more  person  to 
house  and  clothe  and  supply,  one  more  life  to 
toil  and  moil  and  slave  for.  Even  as  it  is, 
he  can't  pursue  his  art  as  he  ought  to  pursue 
it ;  he  can't  give  free  play  to  his  genius  as 
his  genius  demands,  because  he  has  to  turn 
aside  from  his  own  noble  and  exquisite  ideals 
to   suit   the  market  and  to  earn  money.     I 
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won't  any  further  shackle  his  arm.  I  won't 
any  further  cramp  his  hand — his  hand  that 
should  be  free  as  the  air  to  pursue  unhampered 
his  own  grand  and  beautiful  callin|^.  I  will 
never  marry  him  unless  I  can  bring  him  at 
least  enough  to  support  myself  upon.' — And 
just  the  other  day,  you  remember,  Warren — 
that  day  at  San  Remo  when  I  admitted  at 
last  what  I  had  known  so  long  without  ever 
admitting  it,  that  I  loved  you  better  than  life 
itself — I  said  to  you  still :  '  I  am  yours,  at 
heart.  But  I  can't  be  yours  really  for  a  long 
time  yet.  No  matter  why.  I  shall  be  yours 
still  in  myself,  for  all  that.'— Well,  I'll  tell 
you  now  why  I  said  those  words. — Even  then, 
darling,  I  felt  I  could  never  marry  you 
penniless." 

She  paused,  and  looked  up  at  him  with 
an  earnest  look  in  her  true  gray  eyes,  those 
exquisite  eyes  of  hers  that  no  lover  could  see 
without  an  intense  thrill  through  his  inmost 
being.  Warren  thrilled  in  response,  and 
wondered  what  could  next  be  coming.  "  And 
you're  going  to  tell  me,  Elsie,"  he  said,  with 
a  sigh,  "  that  you  can't  marry  me  unless  you 
feel  free  to  accept  Whitestrand  ? " 

VOL.  III.  u 
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Elsie  laid  her  head  with  womanly  confidence 
on  his  strong  shoulder.  "  I'm  going  to  tell 
you,  darling,"  she  answered,  with  a  sudden 
outburst  of  unchecked  emotion,  "  that  I'll 
marry  you  now,  Whitestrand  or  no  White- 
strand.  I'll  do  as  you  wish  in  this  and  in 
everything.  I  love  you  so  dearly  to-day, 
Warren,  that  I  can  even  burden  you  with 
myself,  if  you  wish  it :  I  can  throw  myself 
upon  you  without  reserve  :  I  can  take  back 
all  I  ever  thought  or  said,  and  be  happy 
anywhere,  if  only  you'll  have  me,  and  make 
me  your  wife,  and  love  me  always  as  I 
myself  love  you.  I  want  nothing  that  ever 
was  his ;  I  only  want  to  be  yours,  Warren." 

Nevertheless,  Mr.  Alfred  Heberden  did 
within  one  week  of  that  date  duly  proceed  in 
proper  form  to  prove  the  claim  of  Elsie 
Challoner,  of  128,  Bletchiugley  Road,  in  the 
parish  of  Kensington,  spinster,  of  no  occupa- 
tion, to  the  intestate  estate  of  Hugh  Mas- 
singer,  Esquire,  deceased,  of  Whitestrand 
Hall,  in  the  county  of  Suffolk. 

The  fact  is,  an  estate,  however  acquired, 
must  needs  belong  to  somebody  somewhere ; 
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and  since  either  Elsie  must  take  it  herself,  or 
let   some  other  person  with  a  worse   claim 
endeavour   to    obtain    it,   Warren    and    she 
decided,  upon  further  consideration,  that  it 
would  be   better    for    her   to    dispense   the 
revenues  of  Whitestrand  for  the  public  good, 
than   to   let  them   fall  by  default  into  the 
greedy  clutches   of  the   enterprising  pawn- 
broker in  the  Borough  Road,  or  be  swallowed 
up  for  his   own  advantage  by  any  similar 
absorbent    medium    elsewhere.      From    the 
very   first,   indeed,   they   were    both   firmly 
determined  never  to  spend  one  shilling  of  the 
estate  upon  their  own  pleasures  or  their  own 
necessities.     But  if  wealth  is  to  be  dispensed 
in  doing  good  at  all,  it  is  best  that  intelligent 
and    single-hearted    people    should    so    dis- 
pense it,  rather  than  leave  it  to  the  tender 
mercies   of  that   amiable  but  somewhat  in- 
definite institution,  the  Court  of  Chancery. 
Warren  and  Elsie  decided,  therefore,  at  last 
to   prosecute    their    legal    claim,   regarding 
themselves  as  trustees  for  the  needy  or  help- 
less of  Great  Britain  generally,  and  to  sell 
the  estate^  when  once  obtained,  for  the  first 
cash   price   offered,   investing    the    sum    in 
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consols  in  theii  own  names,  as  a  virtual  trust- 
fund,  to  be  employed  by  themselves  for  such 
special  purposes  as  seemed  best  to  both  in  the 
free  exercise  of  their  own  full  and  unfettered 
discretion.  So  Mr.  Alfred  Heberden's  adver- 
tisement bore  good  fruit  in  due  season ;  and 
Elsie  did  at  last,  in  name  at  least,  inherit  the 
manor  and  estate  of  Whitestrand. ' 

But  neither  of  them  ^touched  one  penny  of 
the  blood-money.  They  kept  it  all  apart  as 
a  sacred  fund,  to  be  used  only  in  the  best 
way  they  knew  for  the  objects  that  Winifred 
in  .  her  highest  moods  might  most  have 
approved  of. 

And  this,  as  Elsie  justly  remarked,  was 
really  the  very  best  possible  arrangement. 
To  be  sure,  she  no  longer  felt  that  shy  old 
feeling  against  coming  to  Warren  unprovided 
and  penniless.  She  was  content  now,  as  a 
wife  should  be,  to  trust  herself  implicitly  and 
entirely  to  her  husband's  hands.  Warren's 
art  of  late  had  every  day  been  more  sought 
after  by  those  who  hold  in  their  laps  the 
absolute  disposal  of  the  world's  wealth,  and 
there  was  far  less  fear  than  formerly  that  the 
cares  of  a  household  would  entail  on  him  the 
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jD.iserable  and  degrading  necessity  for  lower- 
ing his  own  artistic  standard  to  meet  the 
inferior  wishes  and  tastes  of  possible  pur- 
chasers, with  their  vulgar  ideals.  But  it  was 
also  something  for  each  of  them  to  feel  that 
the  other  had  thus  been  seriously  tried  by  the 
final  test  of  this  world's  gold — tried  in  actual 
practice  and  not  found  wanting.  Few  pass 
through  that  sordid  crucible  unscathed  :  those 
that  do  are  of  the  purest  metal. 

On  the  very  day  when  Warren  and  Elsie 
finally  fixed  the  date  for  their  approaching 
wedding,  the  calm  and   happy  little  bride- 
elect  came  in  with  first  tidings  of  the  accom- 
plished arrangement,  all  tremors  and  blushes, 
to  her  faithful  Edie.     To  her  great  chagrin, 
however,  her  future  sister-in-law  received  the 
news  of  this  proximate  family  event  with  an 
absolute  minimum  of  surprise  or  excitement. 
*'  You  don't  seem  to  be  in  the  least  astonished, 
dear,"  Elsie  cried,  somewhat  piqued  at  her 
cool   reception.      "Why,   anybody'd  say,  to 
see  the  way  you  take  it,  you'd  known  it  all  a 
clear  twelvemonth  ago  1"        '  '  * 

"  So  I  did,  my  child—all  except  the  mere 
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trifling  detail  of  the  date,"  Edie  answered  at 
once  with  prompt  common  sense,  and  an  arch 
look  from  under  her  dark  eyehrows.  "  In 
fact,  I  arranged  it  all  myself  most  satisfactorily 
beforehand.  But  what  I  was  really  thinking 
of  just  now  was  simply  this — why  shouldn't 
one  cake  do  duty  for  both  at  once,  Elsie  ?  " 

"  For  both  at  once,  Edie  ?  For  me  and 
Warren  ?  Why,  of  course,  one  cake  always 
does  do  for  bride  and  bridegroom  together, 
doesn't  it  ?  I  never  heard  of  anybody  having 
a  couple,  darling." 

"What  a  sweet  little  silly  you  are,  you 
dear  old  goose,  you !  Are  you  two  the  only 
marriageable  people  in  the  universe,  then  ? 
I  didn't  mean  for  you  and  Warren  at  all, 
of  course ;  I  meant  for  you  and  myself, 
stupid." 

"You  and  myself! "  Elsie  echoed,  bewildered. 
"  You  and  myself,  did  you  say,  Edie  ?  " 

"Why,  yes,  you  dear  old  blind  bat,  you," 
Edie  went  on  placidly,  with  an  abstracted  air ; 
"we  might  get  them  both  over  the  same 
day,  I  think  seriously  :  kill  two  weddings,  so 
to  speak,  with  one  parson.  They're  such  a 
terrible  nuisance  in  a  house  always." 
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"  Two  weddings,  my  dear  Edie  ?  "  Elsie 
cried  in  surprise.  "  Why,  what  on  earth  are 
you  ever  talking  about  ?  I  don't  understand 
you." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Hatherley's  a  very  good  critic," 
Edie  answered,  with  a  twinkle :  "  he's 
generally  admitted  to  have  excellent  taste  ; 
and  he  ventured  the  other  day  on  a  critical 
opinion  in  my  presence  which  did  honour  at 
once  to  the  acuteness  of  his  perceptions  and 
the  soundness  and  depth  of  his  aesthetic 
judgment.  He  told  me  to  my  face,  with  the 
utmost  gravity,  I  was  the  very  sweetest  and 
prettiest  girl  in  all  England." 

"  And  what  did  you  say  to  that,  Edie  ? " 
Elsie  asked,  amused,  with  some  dawning 
perception  of  the  real  meaning  of  this  queer 
badinage.  i 

"  I  told  him,  my  dear,  I'd  always  con- 
sidered him  the  ablest  and  best  of  living 
authorities  on  artistic  matters,,  and  that  it 
would  ill  become  my  native  modesty  to  differ 
from  his  opinion  on  such  an  important 
question,  in  which,  perhaps,  that  native 
modesty  itself  might  unduly  bias  me  to  an 
incorrect  judgment  in  the  opposite  direction. 

•     .     •       ....        -.-     .    C.^■■ 
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So  then  he  enforced  his  critical  view  in  a 
practical  way  by  promptly  kissing  me." 

"  And  you  didn't  object  ?  " 

*'  On  the  contrary,  my  child,  I  rather  liked 
it  than  otherwise." 

"  After  which  ?  " 

"  After  which  he  proceeded  to  review  his 
own  character  and  prospects  in  a  depreciatory 
way,  that  led  me  gravely  to  doubt  the 
accuracy  of  his  judgment  in  that  respect ; 
and  he  finished  up  at  last  by  laying  those 
very  objects  he  had  just  been  depreciating, 
his  hand  and  heart,  at  the  foot  of  the  throne, 
metaphorically  speaking,  for  the  sweetest  girl 
in  all  England  to  do  as  she  liked — accept  or 
reject  them." 

"  And  the  sweetest  girl  in  all  England  ?  " 
Elsie  asked,  smiling. 

"  Unconditionally  accepted  with  the  most 
pleasing  promptitude. — You  see,  my  dear, 
it'll  be  such  a  splendid  thing  for  Warren, 
when  he  sets  up  house,  to  have  an  influential 
art-critic  bound  over,  as  it  were,  not  to  speak 
evil  against  him,  by  being  converted  before- 
hand into  his  own  brother-in-law. — Besides 
which,  you  know,  I  happen,  Elsie,  to  be  ever 
so  much  in  love  with  him." 
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''  That's  a  good  thing,  Edie." 

"  My  child,  1  consider  it  such  an  extremely 
o-ood  thing  that  I  ran  up-stairs  at  once  and 
had  a  regular  jolly  old-fashioned  cry  over  it 
—Elsie,  Arthur's  a  dear  good  fellow.— And 
you  and  I  can  be  married  together.  We've 
always  been  sisters,  ever  since  we've  known 
each  other.  And  now  we'll  be  sisters  even 
more  than  ever." 


THE    END. 
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Blackburn  (Henry),  continued— 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
in  (Jne  Volume,  with  ,il)out  700  Fac- 
simile Illustrations.     Cloth  limp,  6b. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.    6d. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1887,  each  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1888.  With  nu- 
merous Illusts.     Is.  [^May. 
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Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
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Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith.    Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  48.  6a. 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 
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Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
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a  Sabbath. 
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dui^nett  (Mrs.).  Novels  by: 

Surly  Tim,  and  other  Stories.     Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2b. 


Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  li.  each. 
Kathleen  Mavourneen. 
Lindsay's  Luck. 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton. 

Burton  (Captain).— The  Book 

of  the  Swopd :  Bein^  a  History  of  the 
Sword  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries, 
from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  Richard 
F.  BwRTON.  With  over  400  Illustra* 
tioas.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  328. 

Burton  (Robert): 

The  Anatomy  of  Melaneholy.    A 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised :  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton's Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 
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Byron's  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
MooRE.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Byron's  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Calne  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

The  Deemster :  A  Romance  of  the 
Isle  of  Man.  Cheaper  Edition,  crown 
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Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
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vised  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
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Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  248. 

Chapman's  (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
MOM  Charles  Swinburne,  vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto&  Jackson.— A  Treatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  288. 

Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.R  .  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu« 
merous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  61. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Bv  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.6d. 


H.    Lovett), 


Chronicle  (The)  of  the  Coach  : 

Chaiing  Cross  to  Ilfracombe.  By  J.  D 
Champlin.  With  75  Illustrations  by 
Edward  L.  Chichester.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Cameron  (Comdr.).  — The 
Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince  "  Priva- 
teer, Commanded  by  Robert  Haw- 
kins,  Master  Mariner.  By  Commander 
V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B., 
D.C.L.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Cameron    (Mrs. 

Novels  by: 
Crown   8vo.  cloth  extra,  88.  6d.  each 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Jullct't  OuRTdlan.  |  D«e«lv««>t  Ever.  I 


Clodd.— Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  E.:wARD  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
oi  "  The  Childhood  of  Religions,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  58. 


Cobban.— The  Cure  of  Souls : 

A  Story.    By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 


Coleman.— Curly:  An  Actor's 
Story.  By  John  Coleman.  Illustrated 
by  J.  C.  Dollmak.  Crown  8Y0,  ll.  } 
cfotb,  U.  M. 
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Collins   (Wilkle),    Novels    by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated, 
88.6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,illustrated  bds., 
28.  each ;  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 

Antonlna.  Illust.  by  SirJoHNGiLBERX. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J.  Mahonby. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahonby. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  In  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Eraser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    Illust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor    Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du     Maurier     and     Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  P   With  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated  by 

G.Du  MAURiERand  C.S.Reinhardt. 
The   Frozen    Deep.     Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.  Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  of  the 

Present  Time. 
"  I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  38.  6d. 
Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  ed.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


A   Fight   with    Fortune.    Post   8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  28. 

Collins  (Mortimer  8c  Frances), 

Novels  by : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38. 6d.  each ;  post 

8to,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Blaoksmlth  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  P'ay  Me  False. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2i.  each. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |     FranoM. 


Collins  (C.  All8ton).~The  Ba(« 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allstom 
Collins.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,28. 

Colman's   Humorous  Works: 

•'  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstonb, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  78.  6d. 

Colquhoun. — Every  Incli  a  Sol- 
dier :  A  Novel.  By  M.  J.  Colquhoun. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Convalescent     Cookery:      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  l8. ;  cloth,  l8. 6d. 

Conway  (Mono.  D.),  Works  by: 

Demonology  and   Devil-Lore.    Two 

Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  Illusts.,  288. 

A  Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Pine  and  Palm:  A  Novel.  TwoVols.i 

crown  8vo. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68.  each. 

Hours  with  the  Players.  With  a 
Steel  Plate  Frontispiece. 

Nights  at  the  Play :  A  View  of  the 
English  Stage. 

Leo:  A  Novel.  Post  bvo,  illustrated 
boards,  28. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  38.  6a. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28. 

Copyriglit.  —A  Handbook  of 
English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold.  PostSvo,  cl.,  28.  6a. 


Corn  wal » .— Popu  lar  Romances 

of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 
Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  — The  Prophet  of 
the  Great  Smoky  M  jntalns.  By 
Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8to,  illust.  bds.,  28. ;  cloth  limp,  28. 6d. 
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Crulkshank  (George): 

The  Comlo  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1833 
to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
HuMOURofTHACKERAY,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &o. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7a.  6cl.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Crulkshank.  By 
Blanch ARD  Jerrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 

Cummlng(C.  F.  Gorclon),Work8 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  88.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  lUusts. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.      

Via  Copnwalt  to  E|ypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Oussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 

aldpy;  with  instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra^  78.  6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts  of  Gold:    A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. ;  pest  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 


Daniel.  — Merrie    England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
shank. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Daudet.— The  Evangelist;  or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  28. 

Davenant.— Hints  for  Parents 
on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  op 
Trade  for  their  Sons.  By  Francis 
Davenant,  M.A.  Post  Svo,  l8. ;  cloth 
limp,  Is.  6di 


Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  la.  each ;  cloth  limp, 
Is.  6d.  each. 
One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 
Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guidab 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crowa  Svo,  2i. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  Joiin)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  128. 

De  Malstre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  db  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

De  Mille — A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel,  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  38.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38. 6d.  each;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eacn. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

Dickens  (Ctiaries),  Novels  by 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  NicholasNIckleby 
Pickwick  Papers.  |  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. — Also 
a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the  May/air 
Library.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vanderhook,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  lOs.  6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.6d.;  hf.-bound,  98. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  With  an  Appendix,  contain- 
ing a  Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Eleventh  Thousand.  Crown  Svo, 
1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr 
Brbwbr.  CrowQ  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28. 
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DiCTiONARi.TS,  continued— 

Famlllap  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
M«n.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent, 
M.A.  Fifth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.    Cr.  8vo, cloth  extra,78.6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Play  wrights.Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half- 
bound,  12s.  6d.  {In  preparation. 

The  Siang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6(1. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  ByFRANCES  Havs.  Cr. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Elibzer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue. 
Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. ;  hf.-bd.,  9s. 

Diderot.— The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Com6dien,"  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.    Cr.  Svo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6d. 

Dbbson  (W.  T7),  Works  by  : 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.  [cities. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 

Doran.  —  Memories    of    our 

Great  Towns ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

Drama,    A  Dictionary  of  the^ 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W,  Davenport  ' 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's  I 
"  Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  Svo, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.    Cr.  Svo, 

cl.  ex..  Vignette  Portraits,  68.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gipford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations,  with  Introductory  Essay 
byA. C.Swinburne;  Vol.III.,Trans- 
lation§  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 


Dramatists,  The  Old,  continued— 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Vignette  Por- 
traits, 6s.  per  Volume. 
Marlowe's    Works.       Includine    his 
Translations.     Edited,  with    Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   One  Vol. 
Massirgar's  Plays.    From  the  Text  of 
WiLt^iAM  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Dyer.  —  The     Folk  -  Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thisblton 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. [In  preparation. 

Early  English   Poets.    Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  boards,  68.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davles'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Merrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works^  Three  Vols. 

Herbert  ( Lord)  ofCherbury's  Poems. 
Edit.,  with  Introd.,  by  J.  Churton 
Collins.    Cr.  Svo,  parchment,  8a. 

Edgcumbe.  —  Zephyrus  :  A 
Holiday  In  Brazil  and  on  the  Rtvep 
Plate.  Bv  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe. 
With  41  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  Ss. 

Edwardes(Mr8.A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28. 

Archie  Level  I.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
38.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  ANovel.  By 
Edward  Eggleston.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  28. 

EmarvJei On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  stones:  their  History,  Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Tlmee  of  Prinee 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  PoMre. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Grown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Studies  Re-studied:  Historical 
Sketches  from  Original  SourceSi 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12a. 
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Englishman's  House,  The:   A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.  J.  Richardson.  Fourth  Edition. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly 
600  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  clotn 
extra,  7a.  6d. 

Eyes,  Our:    How  to  Ppe¥e7've 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 

iOHN  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.    Sixth 
idition  (Eleventh  Thousand).     With 
58  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  la. 

Familiar   Short    SayiTigs    of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  73.  6a. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by : 

Post  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  48.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemlc{<,i  Histopy  of  a  Candle: 

Lectures  dfciivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  (jrookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 

anu  tx^v^ir  Relations  to  each  other : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (James  AnsonjiT^orks 

by: 
Military   Manners    and    Customs. 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
War:  Three  Essays,  Reprinted  from 

"  Military  Manners."     Crown  8vo, 

l8. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Fin-Bee.  —  The    Cupboard 

Papers :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bbc.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2a.  6d. 

F I  re  wo  r  k87  T  h  eTComp  I  ete~A  rt 

of  Making;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury,  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.  A  New  Edition,  Re- 
vised throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  58. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by: 

The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man; 
or,  Does  Writing  Pay?  With  Re- 
collections of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's 
Working  Life.  Cr.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

A  Day's  Tour:  A  Journey  through 
France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches 
in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Draw- 
ings.   Crown  4to  picture  cover,  Is. 


Fitzgerald  (Percy),  continued^ 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburu  Diary.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. ;  post  Bvo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustraTed  boards,  28.  each. 
Bella  Donna.   |    Never  Forgotten 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street 
Polly.    I    The  Lndy  of  Brantome. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,   B.D.)  Com- 

plete  Poems:  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth. 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
_Grosart,  P.P.    Cr.  bvo,  cloth  bds.,  Cs. 

Fonblanque Filthy  Lucre  :  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.each; 

post  Bvo,  illust.  boards,  23.  each. 
One  by  One.  I    A  Real  Queen. 

Queen  Cophetua.  | 

Olympia.  Post  Bvo,  illust.  boards,  28. 
Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  Bvo,  Is. 
King  or  Knave:  A  Novel.    3  Vols., 
crown  Bvo. 

Frederic.  —  Seth's     Brother's 

Wife:  A  Novel.  By  Harold  Frederic. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Bvo. 

French  Literature,  History  of 

Bv  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  Bvo,  cl.  bds.,  78. 6d.  each. 

Frere. — Pandurang   Hari ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  SirH.BARTLE  Frere,  G.C.S.L,&c. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. ;  post 

Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Friswell.— Oneof  Two:  ANovel. 

By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  Bvo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  28. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrltiet. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The  Old  Showmen   and   the  Old 
London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)   Royal   Guide 

to  the  London  Charities,  1887-8. 
Showing  their  Name,  Pate  of  Founda- 
tion,Objects,Income,Of[icials,&c.  Pub- 
lished Annually^jCr^^vOjdiOtM^^ 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  Bvo,  iB.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
A  Year's  Work  In  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower.Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 
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GARnENiNO  Books,  continued— 
Oup  Kitchen  Qarden:  The  Plants  we 

Grow,  and  How  we   Cook   Them. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 
Post  bvo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  l8.  6d.  each. 
Household   Horticulture:  A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.     By  Tom  and  Janb 

Jerrold.     Illustrated. 
The  Garden    that  Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  68. 


Garrett The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The) 

for  1888.  IB.  Monthly.  In  addition 
to  the  Articles  upon  subjects  in  Litera- 
ture, Science,  and  Art,  for  which  this 
Magazine  has  so  high  a  reputation, 
"Science  Notes,"  by  W.  Mattieu 
WiLLiAMs,F.R.A.S.,and  "Table  Talk," 
by  Sylvanus  Urban,  appear  monthly. 

%*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  are 
kept  in  stock,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d. 
each ;  Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's     Annual     (The). 

Published  Annually  in  November.  In 
illuminated  cover.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 
What     will     the 

World  SayP 
Queen      of     tht. 

Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 


in  Honour  Bound. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
A   Heart's    Prob- 
lem. 
TheGoldenShaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
For  Lacl<of  Gold. 
For  the  King.  |  in  Pastures  Green. 
In  Love  and  War. 
By  IVIead  and  Stream. 
Fancy  Free. 
Heart's  Delight. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  IVIountaln. 
James  Dul<e,  Costermonger. 


Gilbert  (W.  8.),  Original  Playa 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  28.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains — The 
Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea—  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains— Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb — 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  w.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  "Pinafore" 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Glenny.— A    Year's   Work    In 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Godwin.— Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin, 
Post  Bvo,   limp,  28. 

Golden  Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 

of  England. 
Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  foi*  Sailors. 
Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.    Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.   All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  A  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Ella.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Maliory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Momt- 
GOMERiE  Ranking. 
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Golden  Library,  The,  continued— 
Square  i6mo,  28.  per  Volume. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Saintk-Bkuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 


Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The:  An  ENCYCLoPiBDiA  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  78.  6d. 

Graham.  —  The    Professor's 

wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
KoNER.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  HuEFFKR.  545  lUusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Greenaway  (Kate)   and   Bret 

Harte. — The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
away,  Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E, 
Evans.    Sm.  4to,  bds.,  58. 

Greenwood  (James),Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low-Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 


Dick  Temple:    A  Novel.     Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Habberton  (John),    Author  of 

"  Helen's  Babies,"  Novels  by: 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
Brueton's  Bayou. 
Country  Luck. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
FiNCUS.    Crown  Svo,  U.',  cloth,  li.  6(L 


Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Qopdon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play^ 


Maiden    Ecstasy. 
extra,  8s. 


Small  4to,  cloth 


Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 

racter.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8to, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Halliday.— Every-day  Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vO| 
illustrated  boards,  28. 

Handwritlng7  The^Phllosoph^ 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  db 
Salamanca.    Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  28.6<1. 

Hahky-Panky:  A  Collection  of 
Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
lUusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.48.  6d. 

Hardy    (Lady   Duffus).  — Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the 
Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd."  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  hoards,  28. 

Harwood. — The    Tenth    EarL 


By  J.  Berwick  Harwood. 
illustrated  boards,  23. 


Post  Svo 


Hawels  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by : 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  Svo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts.68. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  Svo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  lOs.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Hawei8(Rev.  H.  R.).— American 

Humorists:  Washington  Irving, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James 
Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.  By 
X  Rev.  H.  R.  Hawbis.  M.A.    Cr.  Svo,  6S. 
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Hawthorne.— Tangle  wood 

Talcs  for  Girls  and  Boys.  By 
Natiianikl  Hawthorne.  With  nu- 
merous hue  Illustrations  by  Georgb 
Wharton  Rdwaros.  Large  4to,  clotti 
extra,  10a.  6d^ 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3l.  Gd.  each ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Oapth.  I  Sebastian  Stroma. 

Ellloe  Quentln.  |  Dust. 

Prince  Saronl's  Wife. 

Fortune's  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2fl.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna. 
Love— or  a  Name. 


Mp«.    Gainsborough's     DIamondt. 
Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  la. 


Hays Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath  (F.   G.).  —  My  Garden 

wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by : 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  BIron:  A  Novel.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  28. 


Herman.— One  Traveller  Re- 
turns: A  Romance.  By  Hekry  Her* 
MAN  and  D.  Christie  Murr/>y.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col« 
lected  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  clotb,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg  (Chevalier 
Ernst  von).  Works  by : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  100  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
148.  {In  preparation. 


Herbert.— The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  (Jhurton  Collins. 
Crown  Svo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 

HIndley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings  :  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Siens,  and 
Reminiscences  conrtectea  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindlev. 

Hoey.— The    Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashkl  Uoby.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated  bioards.  2s. 

Holmes  (O.Wendell),  Works  by: 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d.— Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pols: 
A  Noah's  ArksBological  Narrative, 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brum- 
TON  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

A  Golden  Heart :  A  Novel.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  28. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures.Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
lUusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  78 .  6d. 

Hooper.— The  House  of  Raby : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  HoopbR. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2l. 


CHATTO  &»  WINDUS,  PICCADILLY, 


tS 


Hopkins—"  Twixt  Love    and 

Duty."  ANov,;l.  HyTir.HB  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. ;  peat  bvo, 
Illustrated  boards,  28. 

Home. — Orion  :  An  Epic  Foem", 
ia  Three  Books.  By  Richaro  Hkn- 
oiST  HoRNB.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum< 
UERS.  Tenth  Edition,  crown  tivo, 
cloth  extra,  78. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  AlfpedlTNovels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38,  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Thornlcpoft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self  Condemned. 

That  other  Person. 

Hunt Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  28. 

Hydrophobia:  an  Account  of  M. 
Pasteur's  System.  Containing  a 
Translation  ot  all  his  Communications 
on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  the  latest  statistical 
Results.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B., 
CM.  Edin.,  and  M.D.  Paris,  Commis- 
sioned by  the  Government  of  the 
Colony  of  Mauritius  to  study  M. 
Pasteur's  new  Treatment  in  Paris. 
With  7  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  68. 

Indoor  Paupers.      By  One  of 

Them.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  l8.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  28. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
ceval Graves.  Pos?;  8vq,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. 

James.— A  Romance  of  the 
Queen's  Hounds.  By  Charles  James. 
Post  8vo,  picture  cover ,J[8. ;  cl.,l8.  6d. 

Janvier.— Practical  Keraffiics 

for  Students.  By  Catherine  A, 
Janvier.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


Jefferies  (Richard),  Worths  by: 

Nature  near  London.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 

28.  6d. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields.    Post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  28. 6d. 


JkfPIRIRS   (KlCHAUD),  COHtinUtd— 

The  Open  Air.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  68. IShortly. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  JefniHee. 
By  Waltkr  Bbsant.  Crown  8vo, 
clothextra.  68. 

Jennings  (Hrj.yWorks  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Po«t  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph- Pc»- 
trait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Jerroid  (Tom),  Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  la.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:   A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen   Garden:   The  Plants 

we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tlons  of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edwako 
Jesse.    Post  8 vo,  cloth  limp,  28. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.     Collecte(nind 
Edited  by  Henry  S.  Lbioh.    PostSvo, 
I       cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

"John    Herring,"    Novels    by 
the  Author  of: 

Red  Spider :  A  Romance.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
Eve :  A  Romance.    Two  Vols.,  crown 

8vo. [June. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.  each. 

FInger-RIng  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  orer 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  ia< 
eluding  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina« 
tion  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 

_  tries.     One  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Jdnsdn's  (Ben)  Works,  "Witli 
Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
GiFFORD.  Edited  by  Colonel  CuM' 
NiNGHAM.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  IBs. ;  or  separately,  68.  each. 

Joseph  u  s,T  heCompieteWorka 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining  both  "The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt.  14b 

Kempt.— Pencil    and   Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
KsMFT.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 
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Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw,  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  28. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

KIngsley  (Henry),  Novels  by  : 

Oakshott  Cactle.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Knight— The  Patient's  Vade 

Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Lamb  (Charles): 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Motes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."    Cr.8vo,cl.  extra,  7S.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  Complete  Edi- 
tion.   Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  58. 

Little  Essays :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c.: 
The   Thousand    and   One    Nights: 

commonly  called,  in  England,  "  Thb 
,  Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nepjhew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  ef.oh. 
Arabian  Society  In  the  Middle  Ages: 
Studies  irom  "The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights."  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  "The  Modern 
Egyptians,"  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lan  e- Pools.  Cr.  8vo,  clotL  extra,  6l. 


Lares  and    Penates;    or,  The 

Background  of  Life.  By  Florbncb 
Caddy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by : 
The  Story  of  the    London  Parks. 
With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Leys. — The    Lindsays:    A  Ro- 
mance of  Scottish  Life.    By  John  K.    I 
Leys.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Life  in  London  ;  or.  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Linsl<iii.— In  Exchange  for  a 

Soul.  By  Mary  Linskill,  Author  oi 
"The  Haven  Under  the  Hill,"  &c. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Weil  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  P 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love ! "        j     lone. 

With  a  Silken  Thread.     Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Fasten     Carew,    Millionaire     and 

Miser.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Longfellow's   Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  Svo,  28. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lucy.— G ideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  Svo, 
cl.ex.,  38. 6d.;  post  8vo,illust.  bds.,  28. 

Lusiad     (The)    of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verje  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  Svo,  with  Fourteen  full-paga 
Flates,  cloth  boards,  188. 
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Macalpine.  —  Teresa    Itasca, 

and  other  Stories.  By  Avery  Mac- 
alpine. Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canvas, 
23. 6d. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),Work3 

by: 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Tlme«/from 
the  Accession  ol  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
—And  a  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  oi 
1886,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
8vo,  clcth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each, 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  I.  now  ready. 


Crown  8vOj  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camlola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

LInley  Rochford. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

"The  Right  Honourable:"  A  Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Praed.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (Justin  H.,  M.P.), 
Works  by: 
An  Outline  of  the  History  of  I  reland, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Ireland  since  the  Union:  Sketches 
of  Irish  History  from  1798  to  1886. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Case  for  Home  Rule.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 

Second   Edition,  revised.      Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Doom  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown 

8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6a. 
Our   Sensation    Novel.     Edited  by 

Justin  H.  McCarthy.    Crown  8vo, 

Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Haflz  In  London.    Choicely  printed. 

Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


MacDonald.— Works  of  Fancy 

and  imagination.  By  George  Mac- 
DONALD,  LL.D.  Ten  Volu'ues,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s.  Vol.  1. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hidden 
Life.— Vol.  2.  The  Disciple.  The 
Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of  Sonnets^ 
Organ  Songs.— Vol.  3.  Violin  Songs. 
Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. 
A  Book  OF  Dreams.  Roadside  Poems. 
Poems  for  Children.  Vol.  4.  Para- 
bles. Ballads.  Scotch  Songs.— 
Vols.  5  and  6.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie 
Romance,— Vol.  7.  The  Portent.— 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant's  Heart.  Shadows.— Vol.  9. 
Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden  Key. 
The  Carasoyn.  Little  Daylight.— 
Vol.  10.  The  Cruel  Painter.  The 
Wowo'RivvEN.  The  Castle.  The 
Broken  Swords.  The  Gray  Wolf. 
Uncle  Cornelius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattern  cloth,  23.  6d.  each. 

Macdonell.— Qual<er  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  -—  Pastimes    and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

Maclcay. — Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones ;  or.  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  68. 

Maciise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  illustrious  Literary  Characters; 

with  Memoirs— Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  78. 6d. 

IVIacquold  (Mrs.),  Worlds  by: 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  jo  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid, 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illusts.  by  Thomas  R,  Macquoid 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.  each. 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations   by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illusfrated  boards,  28.  each. 

The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 

Lost  Rose.     .  -    .,     . .-  — — ;^ 
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Magician's  Ov/n   Boole  (The^: 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balis. 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4g.  6d. 

Magio  Lantern  (Tlie),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hbfwoeth.  Wkh  10  Illustrations. 
Grown  8vo,  l8.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Magna  Cliarta.  An  exact  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.   Ss. 

Mallocl<  (W.  H.),  Worl<8  by: 

The  New  Republic;  or, Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia;  or.  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  in  parchment,  88. 

Is  Life  worth  Living  P  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  68.       

Maliory'8  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knight's  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgombrib  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  ciotli  limp,  28.     

Mapl<  Twain,  Worl<8  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illust.  Cr.  8vo,cl.  ex,78.6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad ;  or,  The  New 
Pilgrim's  Progress :  Being  some  Ac* 
count  of  the  Steamship  "  Quaker 
City's "  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
834  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of"  Mark  Twain's  Plbasurb 
Trip  "),post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 
Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by  F. 
A.  Fraser.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

The  Glided  Age.    By  Mark  Twain 
and    Charles    Dudley    Warner. 
With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  vs.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer 
With  III  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  78,  6d. — Cheap  Edition 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2b. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Mark  Twain's  Works,  continued-- 

A  Tramp  Abroad  With  314  Illusts. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.— Cheap 
Edition,  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  clotn  extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edi- 
tion, post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  bv 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  78.  6d.— Cheap  Edition,  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Marlowe'8  Worl<8.  Including 
his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
NiNOHAM.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33. 6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Open !  Sesame!    |  Written  in  Fire. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Fighting  the  Air. 


flasslngep's  Plays.  From  the 
Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
bv  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman.— Half    a    Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man^    PostSvOjiUustratedbo^^ 

Matthews.— A  Secret  of  the 

Sea,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. :  cloth, 
2s.  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
A  Journey  Round    My  Room.      By 

Xavier  de  Maistke.      Translated 

by  Henrv  Attwell. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.     Selected  by 

W.  Davenport  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 

from  1800  to  1870.    Edited,  with  an 

Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 

Abridgment  of  "Burton's  Anatomy 

of  Melancholy." 
Gastronomy   as  a   Fine   Art.      By 

Brillat-Savarin 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dicl<ens. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.     Bv  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties.   Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 

DOBSON. 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued^ 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Vol. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec  • 

Original  Playa  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  —  The  Princess— 
The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

Original    Playa  by  W.  S    Gilbert. 

'  Second  Series.  Containing :  Broken 

Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 

Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb 

i  — H.M.S.    Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 

1  —The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Forensic  Anecdotes:  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 
Law.    By  Jacob  Larwood, 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux  d'Esprlt.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Leigh. 

True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

WItoh  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women.  By 
E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
Macgrbgor. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By 
W.  H.  Mallock. 

New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  Bv  H.  Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell.  Illustrated  by 
George  Du  Maurier. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by  H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims.  By 
H.  A.  Page. 

Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 
Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 
Don  Felix  db  Salamanca. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  William 
Senior. 

Old  Stories  Retold.  By  Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.    By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


Mayhew.— London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.  Lend.    Cr.8vo,ls.;cl.,la.6d. 

Mexican    Mustang     (On     a) 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A  New  Book  of  Ameri- 
can Humour.  By  Alex.  E.  Sweet  and 
J.  Armoy  Knox,  Editors  of  "  Texas 
Siitings."  With  265  lUusts.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Touch  and  Go.     |     Mr.  Dorillion. 

Miller.  — Physiology    for   the 

Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  ts  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
Classes  and  Popular  Reading.  With 
numerous  Iliusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
Miller.   Small  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L),  Works  by: 

Sm.  Svo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex..  Is.  6d.  ench. 
The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    A  Concise 

Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  ol 

the  Skin;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 

Wines,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 
The  Bath  In  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 

to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Molesworth   (Mrs.).— Hather- 

court'  Rectory.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth,  Author  of  "The  Cuckoo 
Clock,"  &c.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  4s.  6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Moncrieff.  —  The  Abdication; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrikff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A.R.A.,Colin  Hunter, 
A.R.A.,  R.  Macbeth,  A. R,A.,  and  Tom 
Graham,  R.S.A.  Large  410,  bound  in 
buckram,  21s. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  NoveU 

by.  Crown  8vo,cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement.  I A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat.         |  Coals  of  Fir& 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
Val  strange.  |  Hearts. 
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Murray  (D.  C),  continued- 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38. 6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

Old  Bleizor's  Hero.  With  Three  Illus- 
trations by  A.  McCoRMicK.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  By  D. 
Christie  Murray  and  Henry  Her- 
MAN.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,68. 

North  Italian  Folk.  By  Mrs. 
CoMYNS  Carr.  Illusi:.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.   Sq.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Novelists.  —  Half-Hours  with 
the  Best  Novelists  of  the  Century : 

ChoiceReadings  from  the  finest  Novels. 
Edited,  with  Critical  and  Biographical 
Notes,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bkll. 
Crown  Bvo,  cl.  ex .,  38.  6d.    [Preparing. 

Nursery  Hints;  A  Mother's 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies.L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo.  l8. ;  cl.,  l8.6d. 

O'Connor LordBeaconsfleld: 

ABiography.  By T.  P. O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconslield.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O'Hanlon.  —  The   Unforeseen: 

A  Ncel.    By  Alice  O'Hanlon.    New 
_  &CL  aper  Ed.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

dliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.      With  Illustrations  by 

Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 

Crown   Bvo,   cloth    extra,   38.  6d. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  I  n  En  gland. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's   Fortunes : 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

O'Shaughnessy  (A.),  Works  byl 
Songs  of  a  Worl<er.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.      Fcap.  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,10s.  6d. 

Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  58.  each ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28.  each. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strath  more. 
Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil    Castle- 

malne's  Gage. 
Idalia. 


Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

TwoLlttleWooden 

Shoes. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
I  Pascarel. 


Ouida,  continued — 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68.  each ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 


SIgna.     I  Ariadne. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I    BImbl. 
PIpistreiio. 
In  Maremma. 


A    Village     Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoesv  [Ine. 
Princess  Naprax- 
Othmar. 


Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,68. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  Portrait.  Post8vo,cl.limp,28.6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  58. 

Parliamentary  Elections  and 

Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  ot 
the  Time,  By  Joseph  Gregg,  Author 
of  "Rowlandson  and  his  Works," 
"The  Life  of  Gillray,"  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illus- 
trations,  73.  6d. [Preparing, 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medical 
Advice.  By  W.  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and 
E.Knight,L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo,  la.;  cl.  1/6. 

Paul  Ferroll : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boiirds,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll:  A  Novel. 
Why  Paul  Ferroii  Killed  his  Wife. 

Payn     (James),     Novels    by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Walter's  Word. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  |  High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only.     |    From  ExIfO. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
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Payn  (James),  continued— 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2b.  each. 

Kit:  A  Memory.    |    Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck'sTutor.i  Murphy's  Master. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

What  He  Cost  Her.  |  Cecil's  Tryst. 

Fallen  Fortunes.    I  Halves. 

A  County  Family.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  ClyfTards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers.  |  Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey.  |  Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  of 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  A  Book 
for  Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Holiday  Tasks.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Glow-worm  Tales.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  38.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. [May. 


Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards.  2s. 

Pears. — The  Present  Depres- 
sion In  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears"  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
GoADBY  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  lUusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfalr.  Vers  de 
Soci^te,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell.__ 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cl.  limp.  Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.     By  the  Author 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.  With  Twenty- 
two  Illustrations  by  C.  W.  Reed. 
Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cl.  Is.  6d. 


PIrkIs  (C.  L.),  Novels  by: 
Trooping  with  Crows.    Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is.  [boards,  2s. 

LRdy  Lovelace.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 


Planchfi  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  i8ig  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  bis 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  lOs.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget.  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bas.,2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell-).— "The 

Right  Honourable:"  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
Valentlna.  |     The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  28. 
Princess  Olga— Radna ;  or.  The 

Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.  By  the 
Princess  Olga.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  68. 

Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by: 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts, 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Easy  star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Fr^mlliar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Saturn  and  Its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lOs.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78. 6d. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 
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Rabelais'    Works.       Faithfully 

Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac- 
teristic Illustrations  by  Gustavb 
Dor£.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. 

Rambosson.— Popular    Astro- 

nomy.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  Gd. 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,3s.6(l. 

each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Peg  Wofflngton.    Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

tiLDES,  A.R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il- 
lustrated by  G.  J.  PiNWELL. 

The  Courf^e  of  True  Lova  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief ;  Jack 
ofallTrades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A.,andC.  Keenb. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul  Play.    Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A., 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.R.A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crauford.  [Couldery. 

A    Woman-Hater.    Illust.   by  Thos. 

SIngleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance.  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 
Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 

The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  Joseph  Nash. 

Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reads. 

Reader's  Handbook  (The)  of 
Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containmg  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  clotb  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Rice   (Portrait   of  James). — 

Specially  etched  by  Daniel  A.  Wbhr* 
SCHMIDT  for  the  New  Library  Edition 
of  Bbsant  and  Rice's  Novels.  A  few 
Proofs  before  Letters  have  been  taken 
on  Japanese  papar,  sice  zsixzotn* 
Price  OS.  each. 

Richardson.  —  A    Ministry  of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jAi.!TN  WARD  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Ridden  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  88. 6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2&  each. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

Weird  Stories. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Fairy  Water.  ' 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Qardent. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by: 

Square  8vo,  clotb  gilt,  lOs.  6d.  each. 

Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

50  Illustrations. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  With 
58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmbr 
andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d,  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets'  Birds. 
The  Poets'  Beasts. 
The  Poets  and  Nature:    Reptiles, 
Fishes,  and  Insects.         [Preparing. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte* 
Beuvb.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2b. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Coloars    Handsomely  printedi  6b. 
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Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  61.  each. 
Punlana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Punlana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  28.  6d  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmalgn's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.  , 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 


Sala— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Sanson.— Seven    Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSON.   Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3s.6d. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel 

Guy  Waterman.  I  Lion  In  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

One  Against  the  World.    Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.  |    Sebastian. 


Joan  Merryweather.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Gideon's  Rock.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 

Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  J.  E. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo- 
logy, Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy- 
siography, &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or 
58.  per  year,  post  free.  Vols.  I .  to 
>  XIV.  mav  be  bad  at  7s.  6d.  each ;  and 
Vols.  XV.  to  date,  at  5s.  each.  Cases 
for  Binding,  l8. 6d.  each. 


"Secret   Out"   Series,   The: 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.ex.,  Illusts.,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out:  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations; with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."  By  W.H.Cremer.  3ooIllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts,Games,Tricks,Pu«zles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew. 
With  300  Illustrations. 

HankyPanky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

IVIaglclan'sOwn  Book:  Periormances 

with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,   Hats, 

Handkerchiefs,  &c.    All  from  actual 

Experience.    Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 

mer.    800  Illustrations. 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68.  each. 
The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play, 

and  the  Highlands  and  Highlanders 

of  Bavaria.  With  Map  and  37  Illusts. 
Walks  In  Algiers  and  its  Surround- 

ings.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts. 

Senior.— By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  W.Senior.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s.6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  village  Life."  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Shakespeare : 

The  First  Folio  ShakespeaPQ.--^M,R. 
William  Shakespeare's  CpAe<]iss, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  PubUs^d 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process— ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  Svo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

The  Lansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  VVith 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout's 
Portrait.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  MoYR  Smith.    Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  the  compositions 
ranging  from  the  Elizabetnan  Age 
to  the  Present  Time.  By  Alfred 
RoFFE.    4to,  half-Roxburgbe,  78. 

A  study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger- 
non Charles  SwinburnBi  Crown 
8vo«  cloth  extra,  81, 
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Shelley.— The  CompleteWopka 

In  Verse  and  Prose  of  Percy  Bysshe 
Shelley.  Edited,  Prefaced  and  Anno- 
tated by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd. 
Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards, 
38.  6d.  each. 

Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  An  Introduction  by  the  Editor ;  The 
Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nichol- 
son ;  Shelley's  Correspondence  with  Stock- 
dale  ;  The  Wanderinc  Jew  (the  only  com  plete 
version) ;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes ; 
Alastor,  and  other  Poems ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 

Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  (as  originally  pub- 
lished, instead  of  the  emasculated  "Revolt 
of  Islam") ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo 
(from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  Swelifoot  the 
Tyrant  (from  the  copy  in  the  Dyce  Library 
at  South  KenMnfcton);  The  AVitch  of  Atlas; 
Epipsychidion ;  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by 
Mrs.  Shelley  in  1824  and  1839 ;  The  Masque 
of  Anarchy  (from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  and 
other  Pieces  not  brought  together  in  the  ordi- 
nary editions. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and 
St.  Irvyne;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pam- 
phlets ;  A  Refutation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to 
Leierh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and 
Frag'meiits. 

Vol.  II.  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley,  and  first  published  in  1840,  with 
the  addition  of  some  Minor  Pieces  of  great 
interest  and  rarity,  including  ene  recently 
discovered  by  Professor  DOWDEN.  With  a 
Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  exhaustive 
Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

\*  Also  a  Large-Paper  Edition,  to 
be  had  in  Sets  only,  at  628.  6d.  for 
the  Five  Volumes. 

Sheridan: — 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  jlcc.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridani^na.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  10  full-page  Illusts. 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 


Signboards :  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and     Remarkable     Characters.      By 

iAcoB   Larwood  and  John  Camden 
loTTEN.     Crown    8vo,   cloth   extra, 
with  TOO  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Worl<8  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
M ary  Jane  Married. [Shortly. 

Sister  Dora :  A  Biography.  By 
Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi* 
tion,  Revised,  with  additional  Chap- 
ter, a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic- 
ture  cover,  4cL. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley.— A  IVIatch    in   the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  Gi. 

Smith  (J.  IVloyr),  Worl<8  by  : 

The  Prince  of  Argolls :  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  6d. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  WItoh: 
A  Northern  Oddity.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Small  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Society    in    London.      By   A 

Foreign  Resident.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Society  in  Paris:   The  Upper 

Ten  Thousand.  By  Count  PaulVasili. 
Trans,  by  Raphael  Ledos  de  Beau- 
fort.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  6s.    [Preparing, 

Spalding.-Eiizabethan  Demon- 

ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr.8vo,cl.  ex.,  ba, 

Spanish  Legendary  Tales.  By 

Mrs.  S.  G.  C.  Middlemore,  Author  of 
*'  Round  a  Posada  Fire."  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  68. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 
The    Mysteries    of     Heron    Dyke. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.;   post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

A  Barren  Title.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl,  ls.6d. 

Wife  or  No  WIfeP  Cr.  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Post  8vo,  illusti 
boards,  28. 
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Spenser  for  Children.    By  M. 

H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  witn 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  68. 

Staunton — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess ;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Stedman  (E.  C),  Worlds  by: 

Victorian  Poets.  Thirteenth  Edition, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  9s. 

The  Poets  of  America.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  9s. 

Sterndaie.—Thie  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Stevenson  (R. Louis),  Worl<s  by: 

Travels  with  a  Donkey  In  the 
Cevennes.  Sixth  Ed.  Frontispiece  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  28. 6d. 

An  Inland  Voyage.  With  Front,  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  28.  6d. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Second  Edit.  Crown  8vo,  buckram 

extra,  6s. 
New  Arabian   Nights      Crown  8vo, 

buckram  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust. 

boards,  2s. 

The  Silverado  Squatters.  With 
Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  buckram 
extra,  68.  Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo, 
picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Prince  Otto:  A  Romance.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  buckram  extra, 
6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Merry  Men,  and  other  Tales  and 
Fables.    Cr.  8vo,  buckram  ex.,  6s. 

Underwoods  :Poems.Post8vo,cl.ex.6s. 

Memories  and  Portraits.  Fcap.  8vo, 
buckram  extra,  6s. 

Virginibus  Puerlsque,  and  other 
Papers.  A  New  Edition,  Revised. 
Fcap.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  6s. 

St.  John.— A  Levantine  Famiiy. 

By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  28. 

Stoddard.— Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  88. 6d. 


Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 

Ists.  With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  ZiM- 
MERN.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  38.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

St.  Pierre — Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
NARDiN  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with  Life, 
by  Rev.  E.  Clarke.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  28. 

Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  Wm.Hone.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.6d. 

Suburban     Homes    (The)    of 

London:  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates, and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 

and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Swinburne      (Algernon      C), 

Works  by: 
Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 

of  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Atalanta  In  Calydon.   Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chaste  lard.    A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  78. 
Poems  and  Ballads    First  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  98.    Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  98.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  8vo,l8. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s.6d. 
Bothweli:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,12s.6d. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  8vo,  68. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Erechtheus :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  6s , 
Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  88. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  8s. 
Tristram   of  Lyonesse,  and   other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  98. 
ACentury  of  Roundels.  Small4to,  88. 
A   Midsummer  IHoilday,  and  other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Marino  Fallero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.   Cr.  8vo,  68. 
Miscellanies.  Crown  Svo,  128. 
Locrine :  A  Tragedy.   Crown  Svo,  61. 
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Symonds.— Wine,  Women,  and 

Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
SoD>;s.  Now  lirst  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Vers«,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
SymondS;;     Small  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours : 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J[.  C. 
HoTTEN.  Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. 

Talne's    History    of    English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)  Diversions 

of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  PostSvo,  cl.  limp,  28. 

TayldrlDr7jrE~F.LS:),  Works 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants :  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kinedom. 
ColoiiredFn  ntispiece  ami  lOO  Iliust. 

Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them:  A  Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

The  Playtime  Naturalist :  A  Book  for 
every  Home.    With  about  300  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
{Preparing, 

Taylor's      (Tom)      Historical 

Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,*^' "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion.'' 
One  Vol.,  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 
mtely,  at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord);  A  Biogra- 
phical Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  ever^-day  reading'.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  78. 6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida.  |     Proud  Malsie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

Thomas(M.).— A  Fight  for  Life: 
A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  78.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairh«lt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner's  Original 
Drawings.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  78.  6d. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  Post  Svo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s^ 

TImbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
In  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.    With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  arid 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.    With  nearly  50  Illusts. 

Trollops  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  In  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marlon  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
JohnCaldlgate.  |  American  Senator 

Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel's  Progress.  I  Anne  Furness. 

Trollope(T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

turgenleff.  —  Stories  from 
Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turgb- 
NiEFF,  and  others.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
8s.6cL.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
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Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  — Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraskr-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
38.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  23. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crowi:  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33  Cd.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each, 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride's  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo's  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Lady  Bell. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Huguenot  Family.  With  lUusts. 
Burled  Diamonds. 

Disappeared :  A  Romance.   Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.    Three 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  78.  6d.  each. 

Vlllarl.  — A    Double    Bond:   A 

Story.      By  Linda  Villari.      Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

Walford  (Edw.,  M.A.),Works  by : 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa- 
tion, &c.,  of  more  than  izooo,  dis- 
tinguished Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-seventh  Annual  Edi- 
tion, for  i888,  cloth  gilt,  508. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1888).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.    szmo,  cloth,  Is. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1888). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  Is. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1888).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  tne  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses,&c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1-888).  Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  &b.  New 
Edition,  embodying  the  results  of 
the  recent  General  Election,  samo, 
cloth,  ISf 


Walford's  (Edw.)  Works,  continued— 
The  Complete   Peerage,    Baronet- 
ago,   Knightage,    and    House    of 
Commons  (1888).    In  One  Volume, 
royal  321110,  cloth  extra,  RJlt  ed^es,  Ss. 
Haunted  London.  Hy    Walter 

Thornbcry.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. 


Walton  and  Cotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or.  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt   Whitmarn,~Poems  by. 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo,  printed  on  hand- 
made  paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  6a. 

Wanderer's  Library,  Thel 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 

Wanderings  In  Patagonia;  or.  Life 
among  the  Ostrich-Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.    By  Frederick  Bovle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle, 

Merrie  England  In  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  RoBT.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Cor\]urer8.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
TEGG.    With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgf,rald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including,  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 

The  Genial  Showman  :  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P, 
Kingston.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
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Wanderer's  Library,  The,  continued— 
The  Stopy  of  the  London    Parks 

By  Jacob  Larwood.     With  Illusts. 
London  Characteps.  By  Henry  May* 

HEW.    Illustrated. 
Seven  Qenepallons  of  Executioners: 

Memoirs  of  tne  Sanson  Family  (1688 

to  1847).    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 
Summer   Cruising    In    the   South 

Seas.     Bv  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 


Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour* 

ney.  By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  "  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Warrants,  &c.  :— 
Warrani  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals, 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Origmal,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  28. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.    Price  2s. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
of  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  6s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Price  6s. 

Wayfarer,  The :  Journal  of  the 
Society  of  Cyclists.  Published  at  short 
intervals.  Price  18.  The  Numbers  for 
October,  1886,  January,  May,  and 
October,  1887,  and  February,  1888, 
are  now  ready^i 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W,  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot- 

tery  and  Porcelain ;  or^  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  of 
Marks.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  limp,  4s.  Sd. 

Whist.  —  How   to    Play    Solo 

Whist:  Its  Method  and  Principles 
Explained,  and  its  Practice  Demon< 
strated.  With  Illustrative  Specimen 
Hands  in  red  and  black,  and  a  Revised 
and  Augmented  Code  of  Laws.  By 
Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles  F. 
Pardon.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  exlKsSs.  6d. 


Whl8tler'8(Mr.)  "Ten  o'clock." 

Uniform  with  his  "  Whistler  v  Ruskin; 
Art  and  Art  Critics."  Cr.8vo,lg.  [Shortly, 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.); 

Works  by: 
Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 

Magazine.    Is.  Monthly. 
Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crowa 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6a. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crowa 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  28.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crowa 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 
Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  Darwinian  and  Allied 
Theories  of  Development.  3rd  ed. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex,, with  259  Illusts.,  78.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note* 
book.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio. 
logical.  Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre- 
face.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts.,  6s, 

Studies  In  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  11- 
lusts._  Cj\  8vo^  Is. ;  cl.  limp.  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by :       " 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cavalry  Life. 
Regimental  Legends^ 

Women  of  the  Day :  A  Biogra- 
phical Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
8vo^  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wood.— SablnliTA  Novel.    By 

Lady  Wood.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Wood  (H.  F.)— The  Passenger 

from  Scotland  Yard:  A  Detective 
Story.  By  H.  F.  Wood,  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Words,   Facts,  and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 

Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer 

Edwards.    New  and  cheaper  issue. 

_cr.Jvo^l.  ex.,  7s.  6d. ;  half.bound,  9a7 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78. 6d.  each, 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  &c. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  In  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.W.  Fairholt.F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
Castaway.  |   Tne  Forlorn  Hops. 
Land  at  Last. 
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NEW  NOVELS. 


King  OP  Knave  P  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 

3  vols.,  crown  8vo. 
The  Lindsays:  A  Romance  of  Scottish 

Lifii.    by  John  K.  Leys.    Three  Vols. 
In  Exchange  for  a  Soul.     By  Mary 

LiNSKiLL,   Author   of  "The    Haven 

under  the  Hill,"  &c.    3  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 
Radna;   or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of 

1881.     Bv  the  Princess  Oloa.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero.    By  D.  Christie 

Murray.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
Pine  and  Palm.    By  Moncure  D.  Oon- 

WAY.     2  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 

By  H.  F.  Wood.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6a. 


One  Travollor  Returns.  ByD. Christie 
Murray  and  Hknry  Herman.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Seth's  Brother'sWIfe  ByHAROLoFREO* 
ERIC    2  Vols.,  crown  bvo. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  By  M.  J. 
CoLQUHouN.  Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

Herr  Paulus.  By  Walter  Besant. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

The  Devil's  Die.     By  Grant   Allen. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 
The  Mystery  of  MIrbrldge.    By  James 

Payn.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  [May. 
Eve :   A  Romance,     By  the  Author  of 

"John  HerrinR."    Two  Vols.     [June. 


THE   PICCADILLY   NOVELS. 

Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors.    Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 

crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Phlllstla. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN 

HERRING.'* 
Red  Spider. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICB. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monl<8  of  Thelema. 
Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster.  |  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  The». 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Swopd. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water.      I  The  New  Abelard. 
Matt.  I  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  | Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS, 
Biacltsmlth  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  QenlU8> 


Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P 
New  Magdalen. 

BY  BUTTON   COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY   WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or.  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BETHAM'EDWARDS 
Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Level  I. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua. 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERB, 
Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT, 
The  Capel  Girls* 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray. 

What  will  the  World  SayP 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Praes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Oream. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY, 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE, 

Garth. 

Elllce  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Prince  Saronl's  Wife 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

BY  SIR  A.  HELPS, 
Ivan  de  BIron. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT 
Thorn  Icroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW, 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kembali. 
Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  P 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love!" 
lone. 
Paste  n  Carew. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy, 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camlola. 

By  MRS.   MACDONELl^ 
QualieP  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  eantinued— 
BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 

Open !  Sesame !      |   Written  in  t'ipe. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

Life's  Atonement.  {     Coals  of  Fire. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Vai  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.     |     Hearts. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteiadies. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 

From  Exile. 
A   Grape  from 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
The        Canon's 

Ward. 
Tail<  of  the  Town. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 


a 


Lost  Sir  Masslng- 

berd. 
Waiter's  Word. 
Less   Blacl<  than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentlna.  |    The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Grifflth  Gaunt.  |    Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.         |  Readlana. 
Singieheart  and  Doubleface. 
The  Jilt. 

Good    Stories    of    Men    and    other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL, 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  GrirdenParty. 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON, 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS, 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman. 
Two  Dreamera. 
The  Lion  in  tht  Pathi 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued^ 
BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rook.       I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.    |  Sebastian. 

BY  T.   W,  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 


BY  BERTHA 

Proud  Malsie.     | 
The  VIoiln-Player. 


THOMAS. 
Cressida. 


BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPS, 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marlon  Fay. 
Kept  In  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scaroorough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 
BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPS. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER 

What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mango's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell. 
Burled  Diamonds. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
BY  EDMOND  ABOUT, 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.  I     Confldences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN, 

Strange  Stories. 

Phlllstia. 

Babylon. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand* 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Qrantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
Wltlsi  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Cella's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
•Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenart. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Ment 
The  Captains'  Room. 
Ail  In  a  Garden  Fairt 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Unole  Jack. 
Ohlltfrtn  of  Qlkreoii 


POPULAR  NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.     |     Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Cailfornlan  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |         Flip. 
MaruJa.    |    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN 
The    Shadow    of 

the  Sword. 
AChiid  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surly  Tim. 

BY  HALL  CAINS. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

BY  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guar<iian. 

BY  M  ACL  A  REN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


The    Martyrdom 

of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abeiard. 
Matt. 


Antonlna. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

Thf  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts, 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White. 
Tht  Moonttonf. 


so 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued'— 
WiLKiE  Collins,  continued. 


Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Dest  I  n  lea 


Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 


BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 


From  Midnight  to 
Midnight. 


A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |     Frances. 
Blacl<smiih  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter* 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the   Great    Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |   Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.    I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.   |  Nicholas  NIckleby 

BY  MRS.   ANNIE   EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  I    Archie  Lovell. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I        Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.       |   Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson 
Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
Fatal  Zero- 
By  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON, 
Olympia.  I    Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.         |   A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  MAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  0«pel  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued'^ 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What     will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green 
Queen  of  the  Mea- 
dow. 
A  Heart's  Problem 

BY  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke. 

BY  yAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY 
Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD, 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. 
ElliceQuentln. 


Sebastian  Strome 
Dust. 


Prince  Saronl's  Wife. 

Fortune's  Fool.      I  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.       |  Love— or  a  Name. 

BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS, 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY   rOM  HOOD. 
A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER, 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self  Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY, 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW, 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  DundMf 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
E.  Lynn  Linton,  continued— 

The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  P 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love."  |      lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

DearLadyDlsdain 
The   Waterdale 


MIssMlsa-thrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a 

Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's 
Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
LInley  Rochford 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Qual<er  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID, 
The  Evil  Eye.         |     Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 


Fighting  the  A!r, 
Written  in  Fire. 


Open!  Sesame. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild 
Oats. 

BY  J.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 
BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.      I     Mr.  Dorllllon. 

BY  MRS.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY, 


Hearts. 

Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human 
Nature. 

First  Person  Sin- 
gular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


ALIfe'sAtonement 
A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
BytheGateofthe 

Sea. 
Val  Strange. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteiadles. 
The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 
BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  QUID  A. 
Held  In  Bondage.    TwoLlttleWooden 


Strathmore 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil    Castle- 

malne'sGage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Foile  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa.  Cine. 

Princess  Naprax- 


Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIpistrello. 

A   Village  Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar, 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL, 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sip  Massing 
berd. 

A    Perfect    Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  ClyfTe 

The  Family  Scape- 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her 

Humorous  Stories 

Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 

BY  C.  L. 


Like  Father,  Llk« 

Son. 
Marine  Residence. 
Married   Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey.  [Won. 
Not    Wooed,    but 
Less    Black   than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High    Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A    Confidential 

Agent. 
Some    Private 

Views. 
From  Exile. 
A  Grape   from   a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
PIRKIS, 


Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  |   The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  |    Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt 
Put  Yourself  In  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Simpleton.  I     A  Woman-Hater. 

Readlana.  |     The  Jilt. 

SIngleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good     Stories    of    Men    and    other 

Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL, 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

Weird  Stories.     |     Fairy  Water. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  in  Pali  ce  Gardens. 
BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.  .- . i 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  JAMES  R  UNCI  MAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY   \V.  CLARK  RUSSELL, 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

B?  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 
A  Levantine  Family. 
BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA, 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
One  Against  the  World. 
Guy  Waterman. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  IVIerryweather. 
iVIargaret  and  Elizabeth. 
The  High  Mills. 
Heart  Salvage.    |  Sebastian. 
BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY, 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife, 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.    I  Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |     Proud  Malsia 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BYW  ALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPS. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann. 
Marlon  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
John  Caldigate. 

By  F.   ELEANOR   TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.     |  Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  J.T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued-^ 
BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer.     |-   A  Tramp  Abroad. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 

of  Europe. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn.         • 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER.TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Lady  Bell.      |    Noblesse  Oblige; 
CItoyenne  Jacquiline. 
Disappeared. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.     |  The  Forlorn  Hope, 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul  Ferpoli. 
Why  Paul  Ferroli  Killed  his  Wife. 

POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 
Jeff  Briggs'8  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds. 

By  Charles  James. 
Kathleen   Mavourneen.    By  Author 

of  "  That  Lass  o*  Lowrie's.'' 
Lindsay's  Luck.     By  the  Author  of 

"  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Pretty    Polly   Pemberton.     By  the 

Author  of  "That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Trooping  with  Crows.  ByC.  L.  Pirkis 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard 

Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R,  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden  that    Paid  the  Rent 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 
Curly.     By  John  Coleman.      Illus- 
trated by  J.  C.  DOLLMAN. 

Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  ByE. S.Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.  ByE. S.Phelps. 
Doom :     An    Atlantic    Episode.      By 

Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Our   Sensation    Novel.     Edited  by 

Justin  H    McCarthy,  M.P. 
A  Barren  Title.    Byl.  W.  Speight. 
Wife  or  No  Wife  P  By  T.  W.  Spek  ht. 
The   Silverado   Squatters.     By  R. 

Louis  Stevenson. 
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